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To the vertu ufly No- 


ay’ 


~ ble, and righdy: honoured Lady, the | 


- Counteffe of Sufrex. 


ADF CAO GP) Aang 20 lenfurre (moft noble Lady) 
7 Khon i but juch.as enermore is traneld with 
SANDS ‘ th’afflittions of the minde , then 
— which the world affoords no greater 
sd Kt milery, it may bee wondred at by 
| fome, bow I durSt vudertake a mat- 
— ter of this moment: which both re- 
quireth cunning, reSt and portunity ; but cbiefely, that I 
would attempt the dedication of fo rough -ynpollished 
worke, to the furuey of your fo worthy felfe. 

But beeing well inStrufted in your noble and beroick 
difpofitions, and perfeftly afjur'd of your honourable fa- 
uours paSt, (though neyther making needles glozes of the 
one, nor {poyling paper with the others Pharijaical embro~ 
devie,) I bane prefum'd vpon your true.conceit and enter~ 
tatnement of thefe {mall endeuours, that thus I purpofed to 
make known, my memory of you and them to be mmmortall. 

Afitter prefent for a Patrone(Je {o well accomplished, 
I could not fade, then this fatre prefident of bonour, mag- 


a i.  nanimitie, 


_ The Epistle. 
nantmitie, and loue. VV berein, what grace that excellent 
GARNIER bath loft bymy defaulte , I shall befeech 
your Honour to repaire, with the regarde of thofe fo bitter 
times,and priuie broken pafsions that I endured in the wri- 
ting it. 

Sind vouchfafing but the poping of aVVinters weeke 
with defolate Cornelia, I will afjure your Ladiship my 
next Sommers better trauell, with the Tragedy of Portia. 
And ener {pend one bowre of the day in fome kind feruice to 
your Honour, and another of the ight in wishing you all 
beppines. Perpetually thus deuoting my poore felfe 


Your Honors in 


all humblenes. 


T. K. 


The Argument, 


5] ORNELIA the Daughter of 
Metellus Scipio a young Ro- 
maine Lady, (as much’ accom- ~ 
A SE Oy plifhe with the graces of the bo- 
es: BS Ae dic, & the vertues of the minde 
= wile as euer any was,) wasfirft mar- 
ried to young Crafus, who died. 
with his Father, in the difconfiture of the Romains a- 
gainft the Parthians ; Afterward fhetooke to fecond 
husbande Pompey the great, who (three yeeres after) 
vpon the fuft fiers of the ciuill warres betwixt him & 
Cefay, fent her frothenceto Mitilen, there to attende 
the incertaine fuccefle of thofe affaires. And when he 
fawe that hee was. vanquifht at Pbarfalia , returnd to 
fincher out, & carrie her with him into Egipt, where 
his purpofewasta haue re-enforc’d a newe Armie, 
and giue a fecond affault to Cefar. 
" Inthis voyage, hee was murdred- by Acbillas and 
Septimius the Romaine before her eyes, and in the 
prefence ofhis young Sonne Sextus, and fome other 
Senators his friends. After which, fhee retyred her- 
felfeto Rome. But Scipio her Father, (beeing made 
a fiy, Gene- 


The Argument. 


Generall of thofe that furuiued after the battaile) af- 
fembledatw'fortds} and occupied the pkeater part of 
Afrique, allying himfelfe to Juba King of Numidsa. A- 
gainft all who, Cefar (after he had ordied the affayres 
of Egipt and the ftate of Rome) in the end of VVin- 
ter marched. And there (after many light encoun- 
ters) wasa fierce and furious battaile giuen amongft 
them, necre the walls of T'apfus. Where Scigtofeeing 
himfelfe {ubdued,and his Armie fcatrered, be betoeke 
him(elfe with fome{mall troope, to certaine fhippes 
which he had caufed to ftay for him. 

Thence he failed towarde Spayne, where Pompeys 
Fadtion commaunded, and where a fuddaine tem- 
peft tooke him on the Sea, that draue him backe to 
Hippona Towne in Affrique atthe deuotion of Ce- 
far, where (lying at anchor) he was a(sailed, beaten & 
affaulted by the aduerfe Fleete ; And for hee woulde 
not fallaliue into the hands of his fo mightie Enemie, 
hee {tabd himéelfe, and fuddainly leapt ouer boorde 
into the Sea,and there dyed. | | | 

Cafar (hauinz finifhed thefe warres, and — 
reduc’d the Townes and places there-about to is O- 
bedience) return’d to Rome intryum ph for his vic- 
tories; Where this moft faire and miferable Ladie, 
hauing ouer-mour'd the death ofher deere husband, 


an 


a a nual ™ ees as 
REN ae a_i. —_ . Pome = Ss w= i el et EE 


The eArgument. 


and vnderftanding of thefe croffe euents and hapleffe 
newes of Affrique, together with the pitteous man- 
ner of her Fathers end, fhe rooke (as fhe had caufe ) 
occafion to redouble both her teares and lamenta- 
tions : wherewith fheeclofeth she Cataftrophe of 
 thischicit Tragedic. te 


tw INTERLOCV- 
TORES. 


Phillip. C.Cafs1us. 
Deci, Brutus, { jlulius (zfar. 
M. Anthony. The meffenger 


CHORVS. 


M. Cicero. eae - 


CORNELIA 
ACTVS. PRIMV&i: a oF 


CIGBRO, W221 UP GRAS 


Ouchfafe Immortals, and (aboue the reft 
Great Iupiter,our Catties fole Protector, 
That if (prouok’d againft vs by our euils,) 

You needs wil plague vs with your ceafles wroth, 

At leaft to chufe thofe forth thatare in Gulr, 

And faue the reft in thefe tempeftious broiles: 

Els let the mifchiefe that them befall, 

Be pour'd on me, that one may die for all. a 
Oft hath fuch facrafice appeas’d your ires, 
' And oft yee haue yourheauie hands with-held: 

From this poore people, when (with one mans loffe,) * 

Your pittie hath preferu’d the reft vntucht: 
But we difloiall to our owne defence, 

Faint-harted do thofe liberties enthrall, 

Which (co preferue vnto our after good) 

Our fathers hazarded their dereft blood. 
Yet Brutus Manlius, hardie Sceaola, 

And ftout Camillus, are returnd fro Stix, 

Defiring Armes to ayde our Capitoll. 

Yea, come they are, and fiery asbefure, 

A. Vader 


CORNELIA 
Vndet a Tyrant fee our baftard harts 

Lye idely fighing, while aur {hamefull foules 
Endurea million of bafe controls. 

"1! --Poyfariet: Ambition (rooted in high mindes) 
ses Ts thoii chat train’{t vs into all thefe errors: 


5 PSPS! hyimostall couetize peruerts our lawes, 


And tearesour freedom from our franchiz'd harts. 
Our Fathers found thee at their former walls ; 
And humbled to theyr of-fpring left thee dying, 
Yet chou reuiuing, foyl’d{t our Infant Towne, 
With guiltlesblood by brothers hands out-lanched. 
And hongft (O Hell) vpon a Forte halfe finifhe, 
Thy monftrous murder for a thing to marke. 

‘¢ But faich continues not where men command. _ 

‘< Equals are euer bandying for the beft: 

<* A ftate deuided cannot firmely ftand. 

<< Two Kings within one realme could neuer reft, 
Thys day:we fee, the Father and the fonne, 
Haue fought like foes Pharfalias miferie ; 
And with their blood made marsh the parched plaines, 
While th’earth that gron’d to beare theyr carkalees, 
Bewail’d th’infatiat humors of them both ; 
That as much blood in wilfull folhie fpent, 
As wereto tame the world fufticient. 

Now Parthia feare no more, for Cra{sus death 
That we will come thy borders to befiege: 


CORNELIA. 
Nor feare the darts of our couragious troopes. 
For thofe braue fouldiers that were (fometime) wont 
To terrifie thee with their names, are dead. 
And ciuill furie, fiercer then thine hofts, 
Hath in a manner this great Towne ore-turn’d ; 
That whilom was the terror ofthe world. 
Of whom fo many Nations {taod in feare, 
To whom fo many Nations proftrate ftoopt, 
Ore whom (faue heaven) nought could fignorize, 
And whom (faue heauen) nothing could afright. 
Impregnable, immortall, and whofe power, 
Could neuer hauie beene curb’d, but by it felfe. 
For neither could the flaxen-haird high Dutch, 
(A martiall people madding after Armes,) 
Nor yet the fierce and fiery humor'd French, 
The More that trauelsto the L ybian fands, 
The Greek, Th’ Arabian, Macedons or Medes, 
Once dare t'affaule it, or attempt to lift | 
Theyr humbled heads, in prefence of proud Rome. 
But by our Lawes from libertie reftraynd, 
Like Captiues lyu'd eternally encha 
But Rome (alas) whar helps it that thou ty’dft 
The former World to thee in vaflalage? 
What helps thee now t’haue tam’d both land and Sea? 
What helps it thee that vnder thy controll, 2. 3 
The Morne and Mid- day both by Eaft and Weft, 
A.2 And 


CORNELIA. 


And that the golden Sunne where ere he driue 
His glittring Chariot, findes our Enfignes {pred 2 
Sith it contents not thy pofteritie ; 

. Butasa bayte for pride (which {poiles vs all,) 
Embarques vs in é perilous a way, a4 
As menaceth our death, and thy decay. 

For Rome thou now refembleft a Ship, 
At random wandring in a boiftrous Sea, 
When foming billowes feele the Northern blafts : 
Thou toyl’{t in perrill, and the windie ftorme, 
Doth topfide-turuey toffe thee as thou floteft. 
Thy Maftis fhyuer’d,and thy-maine-faile torne, 
Thy fides fore beaten, and thy hatches broke. 
Thou wanr'ft thy tackling, and a Ship vnrig’d 
Can make no fhift to combat with the Sea. 
See how the Rocks do heaue their heads at thee, 
Which ifthou fholdft but touch, thou ftraight becomft 
A fpoyle to Neptune, and a fportfull praie x 
Toth’ Glauc’s and Trytons, pleafd with thy decay. 

Thou vaunt’ft not of thine Aunceftors in vaine, 
But vainely count’'ft thine owne viftorious deeds. 
What helpeth vs the things that they did then, 
Now we are hated both of Gods and men ? 

«‘Hatred accompanies profperitie, . 

‘* For one man grieueth at anothers good, 

: ‘ And fo much mote wethinke our miferie, “ 
> c¢ e 


CORNELIA, 


‘«¢ The more that Fortune hath with others ftood: 
¢So that we fild are feene as wifedom would, 


.  *€Tobrydle time with reafon as we fhould. 


‘*For we are proude when Fortune fauours vs, 
‘* As if inconftame Chaunce were alwaies one, 
‘* Or ftanding now, fhe would continue thus, 
“¢O fooles looke back and {ee the roling ftone, 

‘* Whereon fhe blindly lighting fers her foote, . 
¢¢ And flightly fowes that fildom taketh roote. 
Heauen heretofore (enclinde to do vs good,) 

Did fauour ys, with conquéring our foes, 

When iealous Italie (exafperate, 

With our vp-rifing) fought our Citties fal 

Bur we,foone tickled with fuch flattrino hopes, 

Wag'd further warre with an infatiate oan 

Andtyerd our neig hbour Countries fo with charge, 

As with their loffe, we did our bounds: enlarge. 
Carthage and Sicily wehaue fubdude, : 

And almoft yoked all the world befide : 

And foly through defire of publique rule, 

Rome and the earth are waxenall as one: - 

Yet now we liue defpoild and robd by one, 

Of th’ancient freedom wherein we were borne.. 

And euen that yoke that wont to tameall others, 

Isheauily return'd vpon our felues. Dae 

oF an A 3 : C6 And 


CORNELIA 
<< Then from ber lotbfcme Cane doth Plague repaive, 


“€¢ That breaths ber beanie poifons dawne to bells 


‘< VV bich with thetr nosfome fall corrupt the ayre, 
© Or maigre famin, which the weake foretell, 
‘6 Or bloody warre, (of otber woes the worSt,) . 


© PVbich where it lights doth show the Land accurt, 


<¢ And nerve did good where ener it befell, 


VV arre that bath fougbt Th’ Aufonsan fame to reare, 
In warlike Emonye, (now growne {o great 
VV ith Souldiers bodies that were buried tbere,) 
VV bich yet to fack vs toyles sn bloody {weat : 
T'enlarge the bounds of conquering T heffalse, 
T brough murder, da{cord, wratb,and enmitie, 
Euen to the peacefull Indsans pearled feate. 


VV bofe extrasls fyerd with rancor, wrath and rage, 
The former petty combats did dis lice, : 

And Campe to Campe did endleffe bartcsies mage? 
VV bich on the Mountaine tops of warlike Tbrace, 


Made thundring Mars (Difentions comnin friend,) 


AmongSt the forward Souldiers firSt di{cend, 
Arm'd with bis blood-befmeard keene Coutelaces | 


VV bo firSt attempted to icles toArmes, it 
The troopes enraged with the Trumpets found, 


Head- . 


CORNELIA, 


Head-long to runne and reck no after barmes, | 
VVhere in the flowred Meades dead men were found ; 
Falling as thick (through warlike crueltie,) 
As eares of Corne for want of busbandry ; 
That (waftfull) shed their graine vppon the ground, 


*. Owarre, if thou wert {ubseEt but to death, 
And by defert mighS? fall to Phlegiton, 
The torment that Ixion fuffereth, | 
Or bis whofe foule the Valter feazetb on,| 
VV ere all too little to reward thy wrath: 
Nor all the plagues, thas fierte Pluto bath 
The moSt outragions finners leyd'vpon,| —- 


Accurfed Catiues, wretches that wee are, 
_Perceine we not that for the fatall dombe, 

The Fates make baSt enough : but we (by warre) 
MuSt feeke in Hell tobaue a baples roome. 

Or fast enough doe foolish men not die, 
But they (by murther of them{elues) muSt bie, 
Hopeles to bide them in a baples tombe ? 


Alt fad and defolate our Citty lyes, | 
And (for fare Corne-ground are our fields furcloid) 
VV ith wortbles Gorfe, that yerely fruitles dyes ; 
And choakes the good which els we bad enioy'd. 
B. Death 


CORNELIA. 


Death dels within vs,and if gentle Peace 
Difcend not foone,our forrowes to {urceafe, 


Latium (alreadie quaild) well be deStroyd. 
ACTVS SECVNDVS.. 


Cornelia. Cicero.’ 


A N D wil yeneeds bedew my dead-grown ioyes, 
And nourifh forrow with etemnall teares? 
O eyes, and will yee (caufe I cannot dry 
Your ceafeleffe fprings) noe fuffer meto die? 
Then make the flood fro forth my branch-like vaines, 
Lyke weeping Riuers trickle by your vaults ; 
And {punge my bodies heate of moifture fo, 
As my difpleafed foule may fhunne my hart. 
Heauens fe me dye, and let the Deftinies, 
Admit me paflage to th 'infernall Lake ; 
That my poore ghoft, may reft where powerfull fate, 
In Deaths fad kingdom hath my husband lodg’d, 
Fayne would I die,butdarkfome vgly Death, 
With-holds his darte, and in difdaine doth flye me, 
Malitioufly knowing that hels horror, 
_ Ismylderthen mine endles difcontent. 
And that ifDeath vpon my life fhould feaze, 
The payne fuppofed would procure mine eafe. 
: But 


B 


CORN ELFA. 


ut yee fad Powers that rule the filent deepes, 


Of dead-fad Night, where finnes doe maske yn(cene: 


You that amongft the darkfome manfions 

Of pyning chalks, twixt fighes,and fobs and teares, 
Do exercife your mirthlefle Empory. 

Yee gods (at whofe arbitrament all ftand,) 
Diflodge my foule, and keepe it with your felues, 
For I am more then halfe your pryfoner. 

My noble husbands (more then noble foules,) 
Already wander vnder your commaunds, 

O then fhall wretched I, that am but one, 

(Yet once both theyrs,) furuiue now they are gone? 


Alas thou fhouldft, thou fhouldft Cornelia, 


Haue broke the facred thred thattyde thee heere, 
Whenas thy husband Cra{Jus (in his fowre) 

Did firft beare Armes,and bare away my loue. 
And not (as thou haft done) goe break the bands, 
By calling Hymen once more back againe. 

Leffe haples,and more worthily thou might’ft, 


~ Haue made thine auncefters and thee renound: 


B 


If (like aroyall Dame) with faith faft kept, 
Thou with thy former husbands death hadtt flept. 
ut partial] Fortune,and the powerful Fates, 

t at their pleafures wield our purpofes, 
Bewitche a and did beguile my loue. 
Pompey, the fame that ranne of thy frayle honors, 

B2 


de 


CORNELFA. 


And wound thofe Tyrants vuderneath her wheele, 
Who loft theyr liues, and power at once by one, 
That (to reuenze himfelte) did (with his blade) 
Conimit more murther then Rome euer made. 

Yet Sylla, fhaking tyrannie afide, 

~ Reeturn’d due honors to our Common-wealth, 
Which peaceably retain’d her auncient ftate, 
Growne great without the ftrife of Citizens. 

Till thys ambitious Tyrants time, that toyld 
To ftoope the world, and Rome to his defires. 
But flattring Chaunce that trayn’d his firft designes, 
May change her lookes, and giue the Tyrant ouer, 
Leauing our Cittie, where fo long agoe, 
Heauens did theyr fauors lauifhly beftow. 

Cornelia. . 

Tis true,the Heauens (at leaft-wife it they pleafe). 
May giue poore Romeherformerlibertie. 
But (though they would,) I know they cannot give 
A fecond lifeto Pompey, thatis flaine. 

Cicero. | 

Mourne not for Pempey, Pompey could not die 

A better death, then for his Countries weale. 
For oft he fearcli’t amongft the fierce alarms, 
But (withing) could not find fo faire an end ; 
Till fraught with yeeres,and honor bothat once; 

Hee gaue his bodie (asa Barricade) 


For 


CORNELIA. 


For Romesdefence, by Tyrants ouer-hide. : 
Brauely he died, and (haplie) takes i ill, 
That (enuious) we repine at heauens will. 


Alas, my forrow would be fo much lefle, 

~ [fhehad died (his fauchin in his fit. ) 
Had hee amidft huge troopes of Armed men 
Beene wounded,by another any-waie, 
It would haue calmed many of my fighes. 
For why, t’have feene his noble Roman blood 
Mixt with hisenemies, had done him 

But hee is dead, (O heavens) not dead in fight, 
With pike in hand vpon a Forte befieg'd 
Defending ofab but bafely flaine : 
Shine trayterouflie, without affaul in warre, 
Yea, flaine he is, and bitter chaunce decreed 
To haue me there, to fee this bloody deed. 

I faw him, I was there, and in mine armes 
He almoft felt the poygnard when he fell. 
Whereat, my blood ftopt in my ftragling vaines, _ 
Mine haire grew bri like athornie groue: 
My voycelay hid, halfe dead within my throate. 
My frightfull hart (ftund in my ftone-cold breaft) 
Faintlie tedoubled eu'ry feeble ftroke. 

_ My fpirite (chained with — rage,) 
Did rauing {triue to breake the prifonope, 

Cc, (Enlarg'd) 


CORNELIA. 

"( Enlarg’d,) to drowne the _ it did abide, 
In folitary Lethes fleepie tyde. | 

Thrice (co abfent me from thys hatefull light,) _ 
I would haue plund’d my body in the Sea. 

- And thrice detaind, with dolefull fhreeks and cryes, 
(With armes to heauen vprea’d) I gan exclaime 
And bellow forth againft the Gods chemfelues, 

A bedroll of outragious blafphemies. 
Till (griefe to heare, and hel for meto {peake,) 
My woes waxt ftronger, and my felfe grew weake. 

Thus day and night I toyle in ain 

_ And fleeping wake, when fleepe it felfe that rydes 
Vpon the myfts, fcarce poe pie mine eyes. 
Sorrow confumes mee, and in fteed of reft, 

With folded armes I fadly fitte and weepe. 
Andif I winck, itis for feare to fee, — 
The fearefull dreames effects thattrouble mee. 
O heauens, what fhall I doe? alas muft I, 
Mult I my felfe, be murderer of my felfe? 
Mutt I my felfebeforc'dtoopetheway, =... 
Whereat my foule in wounds may fally forth? 
Cicero. 

Madam, you muft not thus tranfpofe your felfe. _ 
VVe fee your forrow; but who fomywes noe? 1. 
The griefe is common. And I mule, befides. 
The feruitude that caufethallourcares, 8 —— 

Pe gi = ne Belides 


CORNELIA. 

Befides the bafenes wherein weare yoked, 

Befides the lofle of good men dead and gone, 

What one he is that in this broile hath bin 

And mourneth not for fome man ofhis kin? 
Cornelia 


{fall che world were in the like diftrefle, 
My forrow yet would neuer feeme the leffe. 
Cicero. 
<¢ ©, but men beare mif-fortunes with more eafe, 
<< The more indifferently that they fall, | 
¢¢ And nothing more (in vprores) men can pleafe, 
¢¢ Then when they fee their woes not wortt of all. 
Cornelia. : | 
*  ¢¢ Our friendes mif-fortune dooth mereafe our owne. 
| _. Licero. ar | 
©¢ But ours of others will not be acknowne. 
oy Cornelsa. | 
‘¢ Yet one mans forrow will another tutch. 
| Cicero. 
<< T when himfelfe will entertaine none fuch. 
Cornelia. - 
<6 Anothersteares, draw teares fro forth our eyes. 
Cicero. ot | 
‘¢ And choyce of ftreames the greateft River dryes. 
Cornelia. fey 
VVhen fand within a VVhirle-poole lyes vnwet, | 
- C2 My 


CORNELIA. 


My teares (hall dry, and I my priefeforget. 
Cicero, a  « 
What boote your teares, or what auailes your forrow — 
Againft th’ineuitable dart of Death? 
Thinke you to moue with lamentable plaints 
Perfipbone, or Plutos gaftlie {pirits, 
~ Tomake him liue that’s locked in histombe, 
And wandreth in the Center of the earth ? 
“No, no, Cornelia, Caron takes not paine, 
‘* To ferry thofe that muft be fetcht againe. 
. 7 Pi ese C..,| :-e ete 24 
Proferpinain — ms, =: 
And hell felfeis deafe ot Lapas ; 
Vaprmfitably fhould I walte my teares,. : 
Ifouer Pompey I fhould weepe to death ; 
With hope ta haue him be reuiu'd by them. 
Weeping auailes not, therefore doe I weepe. 
Great lofies, greatly aretobedepror'd, 
The loffe is great that cannotbe reftor'd. 


<¢ Nought is immortall ynderneaththe Sunne, 

¢¢ Allthings are fubiect to Deaths titanny : 

‘< Both Clownes & Kings one felfe-fame courfe muft run, 

¢¢ And what-foeuer lines, is fure to die. . 
Then wherefore mourne you for your husbands death, 
Sith being aman, hewas ordain'd to die? a 


ae 
¢ 


CORNELIA, 


Sith Jones ownes fonnes, retaining humane fha 
No more then wretched we their death could feape 
Braue Scipio, your famousaunceftor,, 
That Romes high worth to Affrique did extend; 
And thofe two Scipios (chat in petfon fought, a 
Before the fearefull Carthagenian: walls,). : 
Both brothers, and both warrs fierce lightning fiers; ; 
Arethey not dead? Yes, and their death (our age, 
Hath hid chem both embowel'd im theeasth.. 
And thofe greag Citties, whofe foundations reacht 
From deepeft hell, and with their tops = soma 
Whole loftie Towers; Gakmthorny-point es) 
Whofe Temples, “manga walle emboft, _ 
In power and farge; and fiercemes, feem’dto threat 
The tyred world, that rrembled.with their waight ; 
In ong daies ipacetss ow ctestalimones) —~ 
Haue we not feene them turn’dtaheapes of ftones 2 
Carthage; can withes, and thot heaters hand-work 
Faire Ilium, razed by the conquering Greckes ; 
Whofe auncient beaurte, worth and weapons, feem’d 
Sufficient t’haue tam’d the Mermidons. 
‘< But whatfo’ere hath betn begin} muft end. 
~ ¢¢Death (haply that our willingnes doth fee) 
«< With brandifhe dart, doth! make the paflage free; 
‘© And timeles — our ~~ to rhea fend. : 
t& 0.3L Gs oc Cornelra, 


CORNELIA. 


_ ° Cornelia. 
Would Death had fteeprhis date in eins blood, 
That I were drown’din the Tartarean deepes. 
Taman offring fit for Acheron. 
A match more equall neuer could be made, 
Then I,and Pompey in th Elifian fade. 


Co | 
‘¢ Death’s alwaies ready, and siasaietieniie 
‘*To beat heauens difpofe, and not our owne. | 
Cornelian. | 
Can weebe onr-hltevogood bap: a 
‘Crweran) ha ae 
What godtaped wena pt Vt 
gt Corne hay. mp yh 00 ey ee 7 
To feape the feares hist fallowes ene ghaumnces, | 
~ Cikerow' ‘ 
6 Anoble minde’ doth neuer feate milhannees, 
g. 8 —» Cornelia. . . ec eion ey 
«A noble inde didaineth frum, « ; 
Gicero. 2 We ee 
_Canbondage tre nobly ext tent 
Cornelia.:: a 
How ido or fate that woud ot ; 2 
. Choero. Ree wae = 
‘¢ True nobleffe neuer doth the thing it fhould not. 


Cornelia. 


CORNELIA. 


Cornelia. 


Then muftI dye. Cicero. Yet dying thinke this (til ; 


‘© No feare of death fhould force vsto doe ill, 
| Cornelia, | 
If death befuch, why is your feare fo rife? 
Cicero. : 

My works will fhew I neuer feard my life. 
Cornelia. | | 

And yet you will not that (in our diftreffe,) - 

Weaske Deaths ayde to end lifes wretchednes. 


Cicero. be 
‘¢ We neither ought to vrgenoraskeathing, . 
¢¢ VVherein a fo a eee | 
«* But if perhaps fome fierce offended King, 
‘<(To fright vs) fettepale death before oureyes, 
‘¢ To force vs doe that inft our hart ; . 
‘ ¢;T’were more then bafe in ys té dread his dart. 
¢¢ But when for feare of ah enfiung ill,» 
‘¢ We feeke to fhorten our appainted rate, . 
<< Then t’is (for feare) that we our felues/doe kill, 
‘< So fond we areto fearethe worlds difgrace. 
. . Gernddta. dics. 
Tis not for frailtie or faint cowardize, 


That men (to fhunne mifchaunces) feeke for death. 


CORNELIA. 

But rather he thar feeks it, fhowes himéelfe, 

Of certaine courage, gain{t incertaine chaunce, 
‘¢ He chat retyres not at the threats of death, 
‘<Ts not as are the vulgar, flightly faied. 

‘¢ For heauen it felfe, nor hels infeCtious breath, 
¢¢ The refolute at any time haue ftayed. 
‘¢ And (footh to fay) why feare we when we fee, 
‘< The thing we feare, leffe then the feare to be, 
Then let medie my libertie to faue, 
For t'isa death to lyue a Tyrants flaue. 


Cicero. 

Daughter, beware how you prouoke the heauens, 
Which in our bodies (as a tower of ftrength) - 
Haue plac’d our foules, and fortefide the fame; 
As difcreet Princes fette theyr Garrifons, 

In ftrongeft places of theyr Prouinces, 

‘“ Now, as it 1s not lawfull for a man, 

*¢ Arfucha Kingsde e or deceafe, 

“¢ To leaue ries er his faith, 

*“ So in this cafe, we ought not to furrender 

‘* That deerer part, till heauen it felfe commaund it. 

‘*Foras they lent vs life to doe vs pleafure, 

*<So looke they for returne of fucha treafure. 


oa r CHORPS. 


CORN ELF A. 
CHORDS. 
<OWY Hat e’rethe mafiie Barth bath frai aight; 
cs Or on ber nurfe-like backe uStaines, 
‘* Vpon the will of Heauen doth waite, | 
sé And doth no more then it ordaynes, 
«¢ All fortunes, all felscitses, 
¢¢ Vpon therr motion doe depend. 
‘¢ And from the Starres doth Stall avife, 
<< Both their beginning and their end. 
¢¢The Monarchies that couer all 
‘© This earthly round web MicStie, 
‘¢ Haue both theyr rifing and theyr fall, 
‘¢ From beauen and beauens ‘varietie. 
‘¢ Frasle men, or mans more fraile defence, -_ 
‘¢ Had neuer power, to prattifeftayes 
<SOf this celeStiall influence, — 
‘© That gouerneth and guides our dayes. 
‘© No clowde but will be ouer-caSt. 
¢¢ And whai now florishetb, muSt fade. 
©¢ And that that fades, reniue at laSt, 
¢¢ To florish as it firSt was made. 
¢¢ The formes of things doe neuer die, 
°¢ becaule the matter that remaines, 
‘< Reformes another thing thereby, 
ee The ftill the former sbape retaines. 
D. 


CORNELIA, 


** The roundnes of two boules croff-caGf, . 
<< (fo they with equall pace be'aim'd,) a } 
<< Showes their beginning by their laft,’ °° - 2 si 
“© which by old nature is new-fyam'd, 
**Sopeopled cities that ofyovre ts . 
*¢ were defert fields where none would byde, o 
“« Become forjaken as before, - 
€¢ yet after are re-edified, © 9). 2 Aus 
Percciue we not apettyvaine; 6. 6 
cut from a {pring by chaunceerarte, \ — 
Engendreth fountaines, whence dgaine, ° i a 
thofe fountaines doe to Reeds: cohuart? > iat 
T hofe floods to waues, thofe waestefed:i tdi 1. “ 


that oft exceede their wonted bounds: i sos | 
And yet thofefeas (as beanenspleaey =e es 


returne to {prings by vader-greunds,. — 
Euen fo our cittie (in ber prime) 
prefcribing Princes enery thing, 
Is now fubdu'de by conquering T ime: 
andlineth {ubieft toa King, © 
And yet perbaps the fun-bright cremwne, 
that now the Tyrans bead doth deck, 
May turne to Rome with true renoune, 
Iffortune chaunce but once to check, 
The ftately walls that once were rear'd, 
and by a shepbards bands ereft, 


oe 


(PV ith 


CORN ELF dt. 
(VV ith baples brothers blood befmear'd) 
shall show by whom they were infeEt. 
And once more ‘vniuSt Tarquins frowne, 
(with arrogance and rage enflam'd) 
Shall keepe the Romaine valure downe ; 
and Rome it felfe a while be tam'd. 
And chafteSt Lucrece once againe, 
(becaufe ber name dishonored Stood) 
Shall by berfelfe be carelefJe flaine, 
and make ariner of ber blood ; 
Scorning ber foule a feate should builde 
witbin a body, bafely feene. 
By shameles rape to be defilde, 
that earSt was cleere asibeanens Qugene. 
But beaucns as tyrannie sball yoke 
our bafierd harts, with feruile thrall ; 
So grant yours lagnes (which they prowoke,) 
may light vpon them once for all. 
Andlet another Brutus rife, 
branely tofight in Romes defence, 
To free ony Towne from tyrannie, 
and tyrannous prond snfolence. 


D.2. AC- 


CORNELIA. 
ACTVS TERTIVS:.” 


Cornelia. = Chorus. 
T HE cheerefull Cock (the fad nights comforter, 
Wayting vpon the ryfing of the Sunne, 
Doth fing to fee how Cynthie fhrinks herhorne, — 
While Clitie takes her progrefle to the Eaft, 
Where wringing wet with drops of filuer dew, 
Her wonted teares of loue fhe doth renew. 
The wandring Swallow with her broken fong, 
The Country-wench ynto herworke awakes ; 
While Citbereafighing walksto feeke a 
Her murdred loue, tranf+form’d into.aRofe... | 
Whom (though fhe fee)tq crop fhe kindly feares ; 
But (kifsing) fighes, and dewes hym with her teares. 
Sweet teares of ldysg, emenabranders to tyme : 
Tyme paft with me that am to'teares conuerted, 
Whofe mournfiull pafsions, dul) themornings toyes. 
Whofe fweeter fleepes, are tuend to feare dreames. 
And whofe firft fortunes »(fild weet) all diftreffe,): ; 
Afford no hope of futurehappindfle. = 
But what difaftrous or hard accident, 
Hath bath’d your blubbred eyes in bitter teares? 
That thus confort me in my myfene. 
. Why doe you beate yquy brefts? why mourne you fo : 
ny 


CORNELIA. 
Say gentle fifters, tell me, and believe 
- Tegrieues me — know not why you grieue, 
rid. | 


O poore Cornelia, haue not we good cafife, 
For furmer wrongs to furnifh ys with teares? 
Cornelia. 


O but I feare that Fortune feekes new flawes, 
And ftil (vnfatisfde) more hatred beares. 
Chorus. 


- Wherein can Fortune further iniurevs, 
Now we haue loft our conquered libertie, 
Our Common-wealth, our Empyre, and our honors, 
Vader thys cruel Tarquins tyrannie? 
Vnder his outrage now ateallourgood, 
Where {catered they runne by Land and Sea . - 
(Lyke exil’d vs) from fertill Italy, 
To proudeft Spayne, or pooreft Getulig. 
Cornelia. 
And will the heauens that haue fo oft defended 
Our Romaine walls, from fury of fierce kings, 
Not (once againe)returneour Senators, | 
That from the Lybique playnes,and Spanith fields, 
With feareles harts do guard our Romaine bopes? 
Willthey not once againe encoumgeé them, 
To fill our fields with blood ofenemies. 
+ Amdbring from Affriqueto our Capitol, 
D 3 Vpon 


CORN ELTA 

Vpon theyr hekmes the Empyrethatisftole, _ 
Then home-borne houthold pods, and ye good fpirits, 

To whom in doubefull things we feeke acceffe, 

By whom out family, hath adorn’d, 

And graced with the name of Affrican, 
Doe ye vouchfafe thar thys viGorious title, 
Be not expired in Corneliasblood; 
And that my Father now (in th’ Affrique wars) 
The felfe-fame ftyle by conqueft may continue. 
Bue wretched chat Iam, alasIfeare. ° . 


Whiat feare you Madam? - 

Cornelia: | 
That the frowning heauens;. a ae ee 
Oppofe — againit ys in theyr wrath, 


7005. ; : 
Our loffe (Thope) hath fati(-fidetheyrire. . 
Cornelia, | 


O no, ourlofie lyfts Cefars fortunes hyer. 
Chorus. - 


Fortune is fickle. | : i : 

6 Copmelsa. a Tee 
But hath fayld him neuer. oa 
Ch 


OTUs. | 
The more valike fhe fhould continue euer. ae 


CORNELIA. 
6 Covnlian 
My fearefull dreames doe my defpairs redouble. 
—. Cherus 3 | 


Why fuffer you vayne dreames your leade to trouble F 
«3, Cornelia, | : a7 


Who is nottroubled.with ftrangevifions? . °-- 
That of our {pyrit‘are but illufions.” 22 it. 


: Cornelia. . a: | 


God graunt thefe-dreaines,to good effea bee brought. 
att Chere * oa etd 
We dreame by night what we by day haue thoughe. 


Cornelia: oi1.st-7) +, 

The filent Night that long had: foiurned, . 
Now ganto cafther fable mantleof,, . 
And now the fleepie Waine-man foftly droue, 
His flow-pac’d Teeme;that long had traueled. 
When (like a flumber, if you tearme it fo). 
A dulnes, that difpofeth vstoreft, . | 
Gan clofe the windowes of my watchfull eyes,. 
Already tyerd and loaden with my teares. 
And loe (methought) canie glyding by my bed, 
The ghoft of Pompey, with aghaftly‘looke ; 
All pale and brawne-falise, not in tryumph borne, 
Amonpft the conquering Romansas we vs de, 
When he (eathroniz’d,) at his feete beheld . 


Great 


CORNELIA. : 
Great Emperors, faft bound in chaynes of braffe, 
But all amaz’d, with fearefull hollow eyes, __ 
Hys hayre and beard, deform'd with blood and fweat, 
Cafting a thyn courfe lynfel orehysfhoulders,. 
That (tome in peeces) trayl’d vpon the ground. 
And (gnafhing ofhisteeth) vnlockt his iawes, 
Which (flyghtly couer’d witha {carce-feene skyn,) 
Thys folemne tale, he fadly did begin... 
Sleep'ft thou Cornelia? fleepft chou gentle wife, 
And feeft thy Fathers miery and mine? | 
Wake deereft {weete, and (ore our Sepulchers) 
In pitty fhow thylateftlouetovs, 
_ Such hap (as ours) atrendeth on my fonnes, 
The felfe-fame foe and fortune following them, 
Send Sextus ouer to fome forraine Nation, . . «- 
Farre from the common hazard of the warts ; 
That (being yet fau’d) he may attempt no more, 
To venge the valure that is tryde before. | 
He fayd. And fuddainly atrembling horror, 
A chyl-cold fhyuering (fetled in my vaines) 
Brake vp my flumber ; When I opte my ps | 
Three timesto cry, but could nor cry, nor {peake. 
~ Tmou’d mine head,and flonge abroade mine armes 
To entertaine him, but his airie {pirit, 
Beguiled mine embrafements, and (ynkind) 
Left me embracing nothing but the wind. 


CORNELIA. 
O valiant foule, when hall this foule of mine, 
Come vifite thee in the Elifian fhades > 
O deereft life ; or when hall (weeteft death, 
Diffolue the fatall trouble of my daies, 
And bleffe me with my Pompeys company ? 
But may my father (O extreame mifhap) 
And fucha number of braue regiments, 
Made of fo many expert Souldiours, 
That lou’d our liberty and follow’d him, 
Be fo difcomfited ?-O would it were 
but an illufion. 
Cho. Madam neuerfeare.  - 
Nor let a fencelesIdolofthe nyght, 
Encreafe a more then needfiull feare in you. 
Cor. My feare proceeds not ofan idle dreame, — 
For t'is atrueth that hath a van 
I faw great P and Iheard hym fpeake ; 
Aad : artahan seal ee him,opte mine armes, 
When droufy fleep that wak’d mee at vnwares, 
- Dyd with hys flight vnclofe my feareful eyes 
So fuddainly, that yet mee thinks I fee him. 
Howbe-itI cannottuch him, for he flides 
More fwiftly from mee then the Ocean glydes. 
Chorus. 
‘< Thefe are vaine thoughts, or melancholie fhowes, . 
‘ ‘ That wont to haunt and trace by cloiftred tombes: 
E, ¢< Which 


CORNELIA. 
¢¢ Which eath’s appeare in fadde and ftrange difguifes, 
‘« To pensiue mindes deceiued, (wyth theyr fhadowes) 
‘« They counterfet the dead in voyce and figure ; 
_ *Deuining of our fucure miferies, 
“* For when our foule the body hath difgaged, 
“Je feeks the common paflage of the dead, 
<* Downe by the fearefull gatesof Acheron. - 
«© Where when itis by Aeacus adiude’d, 
“© Tt eyther urneth to the Stygian Lake, 
‘* Or {taies for euer in th’Elifian fields ; 
‘¢ And ne’re returneth to the Corfe interd ; 
. ¢*To walkeby night, or make the wife afeard. 
‘* None but ineuitable conquering Death, 
‘< Defcends to hell, with hope to rife againe’s 
‘« For ghofts of men are lockt in fiery gates, 
‘«Fuft-guarded bya fell remorceles Momfter. 
‘« And thereforethinke not it was Pompeys (pryte, 
** But fome falfe Deron that beguild your fight. 
Cicero. 
Then O worlds Queene,O towne that didft extend 
Thy conquering armes beyond the Ocean, 
And throngedft thy conquefts from the Lybian fhores 
Downe tothe Scithian (wift-foote feareles Porters, . 
Thou art embas’d ; and at this inftant yeeld’ft 
Thy proud necke toa miferable yoke. o 
Rome thou art tam’d,8¢ th’garth dewd with thy = 
ah ~ ~ Doth 


— 


CORNELIA. 
Doth laugh to fee how thou art figniorizd. 
The force of heauen exceeds thy former ftrength. 
For thou that wont’ft to tame and conquer all, 
Art conquer’d now with an eternall all 

Now fhalt chou march(thy hands faft bound behind thee) 
Thy head hung downe,thy cheeks with teares befpren:, 
Before the vitor ; Whyle chy rebell fonne, 

With crowned front tryumphing followes thee. 
Thy braueft Captaines, whofe coragious harts 
(loyn’d with the right) did re-enforce our hopes, . 
Now murdred lye for Foule to feede vpon. 
Petreus,Cato,-and Scipio areflaine, , 
And Inbathat among ft the Mores did raigne. 3 

Nowe you whom both the gods and Fortunes grace, 
Hath fau’d from danger in thefe furious eh 
Forbeare to — the enemy againe, 

‘For feare youfeeleathird calamitie. 

Cefar is like a brightlie faming blaze 

That fiercely burnes a houfe already fired ; 

And ceafeles lanching out on euerie fide, 

Confumes the more, the more you feeke to quench it, 
Still darting fparcles, till it finde a trayne 

To feaze vpon, and then it flames amaine. 

The men,the Ships,wher-with poore Rome affronts him, 
All powreles,ciue proud Cefars wrath free paflage. 
Noughtcan refift him, all che powre we raile, 

a = Turnes 


CORNELIA. 
Turnes but to our misfortune, and his prayfe. 
T’is thou (O Rome) that nurc’d his infolence. 
Tis thou (O Rome) that gau'ft him firft the {word 
Which murdrer-like againft thy felfehe drawes: 
And violates both God and Natures lawes, 
Lyke morrall Efops myfled Country {waine, 
That fownd a Serpent pyning in the fhowe, 
And full of foolith pitty tooke it vp, 
And kindly layd iby hoisfhold fire, 
Till (waxen warme) it nimbly gan to ftyr, 
And ftung to death the foole that foftred her. 
O gods that once had care of thefe our walls, 
And feareles kept vs from th’affault of foes. 
Great Iupiter, to whom our Capitol 
So many Oxen yeerely facrafiz'd. 
Minerua, Stator, and ftoute Thracian Mars, 
Father to good Oujrinus our firft founder. 
To what intent haue ye preferu’d our Towne? 
This {tatelie Towne fo often hazarded, 
Againft the Samnites, Sabins, and fierce Latins ? 
Why from once footing in our Fortrefles, 
Haue yee repeld the luftie warlike Gaules? 
Why from Moloffus and falfe Hanibal, 
Haue yee referu’d the noble Romulifts? 
Or why from Catlins lewde confpiracies, 
Prefcru’d yee Rome by my prevention? 


To 


CORNCE LIA: 

To caft fo foonea ftate fo long defended, 

Into the bondage where (enthrald) we pine? 

To ferue (no ftranger, but amongft vs) one 

That with blind frenzie buildeth vp his throne? 
But if in vs be any vigor refting, | 

If yet our harts retaine one drop of blood, 

Cefar thou fhale not vaunt thy conqueft long, _ 

Nor longer hold vs mthisferuitude. . 3 

Nor fhale thou bathe thee longer in our blood. 

For I diuine that thou muft vomitit, 

Like to a Curre that Carrion hath devour’d, 

And cannot reft pntill his mawe be fcour’d. 
Think’ft thouto figniorize, or be the King 

Of fuch a number, nobler then thy felfe? ; 
_ Orthink’ft thou Romains beare Och baftard harts, 
 Toletthy tyrannie be vnreueng’d? | 

No, for mee thinks I fee the fhame, the griefe, 
The rage, the hatred that they haue conceiu'd: 

And many a Romaine {word already drawne, 

T’enlarge the libertie that thou vfurpft. 

And thy difmembred body (ftab’d and torne,) . 

Dragd through the ftreets, difdained to bee borne. 


Phillip. Cornelia. 
Amonott the reft of mine extreanie mifhaps, | 
I finds my fortune not the leaft in this, 
> | E, 3. That 


?« 


CORNELIA. 


That I haue. kept my Maifter company, 
Both in his life tnd ce hys lateft i 
Pompey the great, whom I haue honored, 
With true deuotion both aliue and dead. 
One {elfe-fame fhyp containd vs when I faw . 
The murdri iptians bereauce his lyfe ; 
And a ae had afright rh earth, 
Did homage to it with his deereft blood, 
O're whom I fhed full many a bitterteare, 
And did performe hys obfequies with fighes:. 
And on the ftrond vponthe Riuer fide, 
(Where to my fighes the waters feem'd to tune) 
I woaue a Coftyn far his corfe of Seggs, aa 
That with the winde dyd waue like a | 
And layd his body to beburn'’d thereon. 
Which when it was confum’d I kindly tooke, 
And fadly cloz’d within an earthen Ve 
' The asfhie reliques of his ha ples bones.. 
Which hauing {capt the rage of wind and Sea, 
I bring to faire Corneliato interr 
Within his Elders’ Tombe that honoured her. 
Cornelia, | 
Ayh-me,whatfeel? Phil. Pompeys tender bones, 
which (in extreames) an earthen. Vine containeth. 
Corn. O {weet, deere, deplorable cynders, 
Omyferable woman, lyuing dyin g. 


CORNELIA. 
O poore Cornelia, borne to be diftreft, 
Why ku'ft choutoyl'd, chat (dead) mightft lye at reft? 
O faithles hands that vnder cloake ofloue, 
Did entertaine him, to torment him fo. 
O barbarous, inhumaine, hateful] traytors, 
Thys your difloyall dealing-hath defam’d 
Your Kinz, and his inhofpitable feate, 
Ofthe extreameft and moft odious cryme, | 
That gainft the heauens might bee imagined, — 
For yee haue bafely broke the Law of Atmes, 
And out-rag’d ouer an affiGed foule;- .: ..° _ 
Murdred a man that did fubmit himfelfe,"" 
And iniur’d him that euer vs’d you kindly. | 
For which mifdeed, be Egipt peftered, ra 
With battaile, famine, and'p sail 
Let Afpies, Serpents, Snakes,and Lybian Beares, 
' ‘Tygers, and Lyons, breed with yuu for euer, 
And let fayre Nylus (wont to nurfe your Corne) 
Couer your Land with Toades and Crocadils, .' . | 
That may infeét, deuoure and murder you. : 
Els earth make way,and hell receiue them quicke,. 
A hatefull race, mongft whom there dooth abide. . 
Alltreafon, luxurie,andhomicide. ©. 2 
- Phillip. ese ke Bs Rg esas 
Ceafethefe laments. Corn, I doe burwhatI oughe *. 
tomournehisdeath: Phil. Alasthat profits.nought. 


Cornelia. 
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Cor. Will heaven let treafon be vnpunifhed 2 

Phil. Heauens will performe what they haue promifed. 
Cor. I feare the heauens will not heare our prayer. 
Plul. The plaints of men oppreft, doe pierce the ayre. 
Cor. YetCefar liueth ftill, Phil. *« Due punifhment 

“¢ Succcedes not alwaies after an offence. 

©* Kor ottentimes tis for our chaftifement 

‘¢ That heauen doth with wicked men diff pence. 

«© That when they lift, they may with vfurie, 

‘¢For all mifdeeds pay home the penaltie. 

Cor. This is the hope that feeds my haples daies, 
Els had my life beene long agoe expired. 
I truft the gods that fee our hourely wrongs, _ 
V7: fire his {hamefull bodie with their fames. 
Except fome man (refolued) fhall conclude, 
With Cefars death to end our feruitude. 

Els (god to fore) my felfe may liue to fee, 
His tired corfe lye toyling in his blood : 
Gor’d witha thoufand ftabs, and round about, 
The wronged people leape for inward ioy. 
And then come Murder, then come vglie Death, 
Then Lethe open thine infernall Lake, 
Ile downe with ioy : becaufe before I died, 

_ Mine eyes haue feene what I in hart defir’d. 
Pompey may not reuiue, (and Pompey dead) 
_ Let me but fee the murdrer murdered. | 

» es = Phillip. 
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Phil. Cefar bewail’d bik death, 
Corn. His death hee mournd, : | 
whom while hee lyu’d, to lyue lyke him hee fcorne. 
~ Phil. Hee punifhed his murdrers. 
Corn. Who murdred hym a 
but hee that followd Pompey with the fword ? 
He murdred: Pompey that purlu'd his death, 
- And caft the plot to catch him in thetrap. . « 
He that of his departuretooke the fpoyle, 
Whofe fell ambition (founded firft in- blood) 
By nought but Pompeys lyfe could be with-ftood. 
Phil. Photisand falfe Acbillashéd beheadded. 
Corn. That was, becaufe that Pompey being theyr freend, 
they had determin’d once of Cefars end. : 
Phil. V7hat got he by his death? : 
Cor. Supremacie. | 
Phil. Yet Cefar fpeakes of Pompey honourablie. 
Corn. Words are but winde, nor meant he what he fpoke. 
Phil. He will not let his ftatues be broke. 
Cor, By which difguife (what ere he doth pretend) 
His owne frombecing broke he doth defend. 
And by the traynes where-with he vsallures, 
His owne eftate more firmely he affures, 
Phil. He tooke no pleafure in his death you fee. 
Corn. Becaufe hymfelte of life did not bereaue him. 
Phil, Nay, he was mou'd with former amitte. 
7 F, Cornelia 
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Corn. He neuer trufted him.butto deceiuehim. - 
~ But, had he lou’d him with a loue vnfained, : . 

Yet had it beene a'vaine and truftleffe league ; 
¢¢ For there is nothing in the foule of man 
‘¢ So firmely grounded, as can qualifie, 
‘« Th inextingunble thyrft of figniorie. 3 
¢¢ Not heauens feare, nor Countries facred loue, 
<< Not auncient lawes, nor nuptial chaft defire, 
«¢ Refpect of blaod, or (that which moft fhould moue,) 
‘¢ The inward zealethat Nature doth require :- 
<< All thefe, nor any thing we can deuife, 
«¢ Can ftoope the hart refolu’d totyrannize. : .- 
Phil. I feare your griefes increafe with thys difcourfe.. 
Corn. My griefes are fuch, as hardly can be worle. 
Phil.<¢Tymecalmethallthing, = 2 5. 
Corn, No tyme quallifies os 

my dolefullfpyritsendlesmyfenes, 

My griefe is lyke a Rock, whence (ceafeles) {trayne 
Frefh {prings of water at my weeping eyes: 
Still fed by thoughts, lyke floods with winters rayne. 
For when to eafe th’opprefsion of my hart, 3 
I breathe an Autumine forth of fiery fighes, 
Yet herewithall my pafsion neither dyes, 
Nordryes the heate the moyfture of mine eyes. 
Phil. Can nothing then recure thefe endlefle ceares? 
Corn. Yes, newes of Cefars death that medcyn beares, 


Phil 


— 


we es 
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Phil. Madam, beware, for fhould hee heare of, thys, 
his wrath againft you t’will exafperate. 
Corn. I neither ftand in feare ofhim nor his. 
Phil. T’is pollicie to feare a powrefull hate, 
Corn. What can he dae? » 
Phil. Madam what cannot men 
that haue the powre to doe whiat pleafeth them? 
Corn. He can doe mee no mifchiefe that I dread. 
Phil. Yes, caufe your death. 
Corn. Thrife happy were I dead. 
Phil. With rigorous torments. 
Corn. Let him torture mee, | 
Pull me in peeces, famih, fire mee VP» 
Fling mee aliue into a Lyons denn: 
There is no death fo hard tarments mee fo, 
As his extreame tryumphing in our woe. 
But if he will tormentme, let him then 
Depriue me wholy of the hope of death ; 
For I had died before the alt. of Rome, 
And flept with Pompey in the peacefull deepes, 
Saue they I lyue inhope to cn ig 
That Cefars death thall fatisfie his wrong. 
CHORVS. 
©¢ BR Ortune in powre imperious, 
_ ** Vs ove the world and worldlings thus 
. . totirannize, - 
F2. 6¢ VWVhen 
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¢< VVhen shee bath beap’t ber gifts.on vs, 
1 Many — 
“* Her feete more fwift then is the winde, 
©* Ave more inconStant in their. kande © 
cc then Antunne Maite, 
‘* Awomans shape, a womans minile, -. : 


r tha iden laf | 


“¢ One while shee bends ber-angry browes!:: 
¢¢ And of no labour wall allow. hat 


ee Anotherobife, : ee 


<< She fleres againe, I know not bow, — 


z fit co begaile. 


¢ Fickle in our aduerfistes; 31" °*\ 
6 a fickle when pane no 

shde {coffs'at ‘vs : 
c¢ Tha (b lynd berfelfe) can bleare OMT eyeS, 

' to vreitben shoe. 

es ners Sunne that lends the earth bis light, .‘v 
¢¢ Bebelde ber neuer oner night... ty. 
ee Had, ye cabwely dives, 


aia ia ators, 


“ 7 *iperceine ber Frokand> >. 
© Shee bath not onely power andl, \ 2 
‘<Tabufe the vulgar wanting-skill, > 
os 3 at when shee tit, 
“¢ To Kings afd Clowes: doth etptall ill. 


SURLY, 


> 


‘.’ 


yr 


‘Swithout 
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os a: without refist. 
‘¢ Mischaunce that euery man abbors, — 

‘¢ And cares for crowned Emperors 


$6 shee doth referue, 
¢¢ As for the pooreft labosrers | 
ce that worke or Starue. 


«6 The Merchant that for priuate gaine, 
“¢ Doth fend bis Ships to paffe the maine, 


ae vpor the sbore, . 


«* Inbope be shall bis wish obtaine, 


< doth thee adore. - 


‘© Ypon the fea, or on the Land, - 
‘© Vhere health or wealth, or vines doe Stand, 


“s thou cauSt dee much, 
«¢ And often belpSt the belples bande, 
as thy power is fuch. 


<¢ And many times (difpos'd to se5f) 

&< GainSt one whofe power and caufe is beft, 

“ (thy power to trys) 
<< To bim that n’ere put fpeare. 10 reSt 


¢¢ giu’st victory. 


6 For fo the Lybian Monarchy 
6 That with Aufonian blood did die 


<6 our warlike field,. 


<¢ To one that n’eve got vittorie, 
es was vrg'dto yeelde. 
= | F.3. | 
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~ §€So noble Marius, 


nd, 
" ‘That dyd the Latin flate defend 


from Cymbrian rage, 


“ “Di proue thy furie in the end 
which nought could foage. 
ve bid Pompey whofe dayes baply led, 
"So long thou fem dt t’bane fanoured, 
in vaine t'isfayd 
Wa the Pharfalian field be led 
smplor’d thine ayde. 
ce a Cofar fooolne with bonors beate, - 
‘6 ** Sitsfi igniorizing in ber feate, 
and wall not fee, 
tiated cate 
“e ieee "re they be. 
“¢ From chaunce is nothing franchized. 
*¢ And till the time that they are dead, 
“ is no man bleSt. 
‘< He 7 that no death doth dread, 
cs | doth line at reSt. 
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ACTVS QVARTVS.. 


CafSius. Decim _ Brutus. 
Ccurfed Rome, that arm’ft againft thy felfe 
A Tyrants rage, and mak’ft a wretch thy King. 
For one mans pleafure (O iniurious Rome,). 
Thy chyldren gainft thy children thou haft arm’d ; 
And thinktt not of the riuers of theyr bloode, 
That eaift was fhed to faue thy hbertie, 
Becaufe thou ever hatedft Monarchie. 
Now o’re our bodies (tumbled vp on heapes, 
Lyke cocks of Hay when Iuly fheares the field) 
Thou buildft thy kingdom, and thou feat’ft thy King, 
And tobe feruile, (which torments me moft,) 
Employeft our liues, and lawfheft our blood. 
O Rome, (accurfed Rome) thou murdJreft vs, 
And mafsacreft thy felfe in yeelding thus, 
Yet are there Gods, yet is there heauen and earth, 
That feeme to fearea certaine Thunderer, 
No, no, there are no Gods, or if there be, 
They leaue to fee into the worlds affaires ; 
They care not for vs, nor account ofmen, 
For what we fee is done, is done by chaunce. 
Tis Fortune rules, for equine and right, 
Haue neither helpe nor grace in heauens fight. 
Scipio 
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Scipio hath wrenchta {word into hys breft, 


And launc’d hys bleeding wound into the fea. 
Vndaunted Cato, tore hys entrails out. 

Affranws and FauStus murdred dyed. 

Iuba-and Petreus fiercely combatting, 

Haue each done other equall violence. 

Our Army’s broken, and the Lybian Beares 
Deuoure the bodies of our Cittizens. 

The conquering Tyrant, high in Fortunes grace, 
Doth ryde tryumphing o're our Common-wealth. 
And mournfull we behold him brauely mounted 
(With ftearne lookes) in his Chariot, where he leades 
The conquered honor of the people yok’t. 

So Rome to Cefar yeelds both powre and pelfe, 


And o’re Rome Cafar raignes in Rome it felfe, 


B 


Brutus. 
I fweare by heauen, th’ Immortals higheft throne, 


ut Brutus {hall wee diffolutelie fitte, 

And fee the tyrant liue to tyranize? 

Or fhall theyr ghotts that dide to doe vs good, 
Plaine in their Tombes of our bafe cowardife? 

Shall lamed Souldiours, and graue gray-haird men, 
Poynt at vsin theyr bitterteares,and fay, _ 

See where they goe that haue theyr race forgot. 
And rather chufe (ynarm’d) to ferue with fhame, 
Then (arm’d) to faue their freedom and their fame. 


Theyr 
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Their Temples, Altars, and theyr Images, 
_ To fee (furone,) that Brutus fufter not 
His ancient liberty to be repreft. 
I freely marcht with Cefar in hys warrs, 
Not to be fubiedt, but to ayde his right. 
But sf (enuenom’d with ambitious thoughts) 
He lyft his hand imperioufly o’re vs, 
If he determyn but to raigne in Rome, 
Or follow’d Pompey but to thys effect: 
Orif (chefe ciuill difcords now diffolu’d) 
He render not the Empyre back to Rome, 
Then fhall he fee,that Brutusthys day beares, 
The felfe-famse Armes to be aueng’d on hym. 
And that thys hand (though Cefar blood abhor,) 
Shall toyle in his, which I am forry for. 
Iloue, Ilouehimdeerely, ¢¢ But theloue 
‘< That men theyr Country and theyr birth-right beare, - 
‘* Exceeds all loues, and deerer is by farre 
‘* Our Countries loue, then friends or chyldren are, 
Cafsius. 
If this braue care be nourifht in your blood, 
Oriffo franck a will your foule pofleffe, 
Why haft we not euen while thefe words are vttred, 
To fheathe our new-ground fwords in Ce{ars throate? 
Why fpend we day-light, and why dies he not, 
That by his death we wretches may reuiue? | 
G. VVee 
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We ftay too-long, I burne ull I be there 

To fee this maffacre, and fend his ghoft 

To theyrs, whom (fubtilly) he for Monarchie, 
Made fight to death with fhow of liberty. 

Bru. Yet haply he (as Sylla whylom dyd,) 

When he hath rooted ciuill warre from Rome, 

Will there-withall difcharge the powre he hath. 
Cals. Cefar and Sylla, Bretus be not like. 

Sylla (affaulted by the enemie) 

Did arme himfelfe (but in his owne defence) 

Againft both Cynnas hoft and Marius, 

Whom when he had difcomfited and chas’d, 

And of his fafety throughly was aflur’d, 

He layd apart the powre ie he had got, 

And gaue vp rule, for he defier’d it not. 

Where Cefar that in filence might haue flept, 

Nor vrg'd by oughe but his ambition, 

Did breake into the hart of Italie. 

And lyke rude Brennus brought his mento field, 
Trauers’d the feas: And shortly after (backe 

With wintered fouldiers vs'd to conquerinz,) 

He aynr'‘d at vs, bent to exterminate, 

Who cuer fought to intercept his ftate. _ 

Now, hauing got what he hath gaped for, o 
(Deere Brutus) thinke you Cefar fucha chyld, 
Slightly to part with fo greatfigniorie, 2. 

a Beheue 
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Belieue it not, he bought it deere you know, 
And traueled too farre to leaue it fo. 

Brut. But Cafsius, Cefar is not yeta King, 

Caf. No, bur Didator, in effetas much. 

He doth what pleafeth hym, (a princely thing,) 
And wherein differ they whofe powre is fuch? 

Brutus. Hee is not bloody. 

Cafius. But by bloody iarres 
he hath vnpeopled moft part of the earth. 

Both Gaule and Affrique perrifht by his warres, 
Egypt, Emathia, Italy an _— | 
Are tull of dead mens bones by Cefar flayne. 

Th’ infectious plague,and Famunsbitternes, - 
Or th’Ocean (whom no pitty can soa. te 
Though they containe dead les nu rles, 

Are yet inferior to Cafars rage. 
Who (monfter-like) wyth his ambition, | 
Hath left more Tombes then ground to lay them on. 

Brut. Souldiers with fuch reproch fhould not be blam’d, 

Cafs. He with his fouldiers hath himfelfe defam’d. 

Bru, Why then you thinke there is no praife in war. 

Cafs. Yes, where the caules reafonable are. 

Bru. He hath enricht the Empire with newe ftates, 

Caf’. Which with ambition now he ruinates. 

Bru. He hath reueng“d the Gaules old iniurie, 

And made them fubiet to our Romaine Lawes. 
G2 Ca afSittse 
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Cafsius. 
The reftfull Almaynes with his crueltie, 
He rafhly ftyrd againft vs without caufe. 
And hazarded our Cittie and our felues 
Againft a harmeles Nation, kindly giuen, 
To whom we fhould do well (for fome amends,) 
To render him, and reconcile old frends. 
Thefe Nations did he purpofely prouoke, 
Tomakean Armie for his after-ayde, 
Againft the Romains, whom in pollicie 
He train’d in warreto fteale theyr figniorie. 
‘< Like them that (ftryuing at th’Olympian fports, 
*« To grace themfelues with honor of the game) 
‘* Annoynt theyr finewes fit for wreftling, 
‘< And (ere they enter) vfe fome exercife. 
The Gaules were but a fore-game fecht about 
For ciuill difcord, wrought by Cefars fleights, 
Whom (to be King himfelfe) he foone remou'd. 
Teaching a people hating feruitude, 
To fight for that that did theyr deaths conclude. 
Bru. The warrs once ended, we thall quickly know, 
Whether he will reftore the ftate ortio. : 
Caf. No Brutus, neuer looke to fee that day, 
For Cefar holdeth figniorie too deere. 
But know, while Cafiushath oned rop of blood, | - 


To feede this worthles body that youfee, 


What. 
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What reck I deatlato doe fo many good, 
In fpite of Ceefar, C-afius will be free. 

Bru. A generous or true enobled fpirit, 
Detefts to learne what tafts of feruitude. 

Caf. Brutus I cannot ferue nor fee Rome yok’d, 
No, let me rather dyea thoufand deaths, 

‘¢ The ftiftneckt horfes champe not on the bit, 

<< Nor meekely beare the rider but by force: 

‘¢ The fturdie Oxen toyle not at the Plough, 

<< Nor yeeld vito the yoke but by conftraint. 

Shall we then that are men,and Romainsborne, 
Submit vs to vnvrged flauerie ? 

Shall Rome that hath fo many ouer-throwne, 
Now make herfelte a fubiedt to her owne? 

O bafe indignitie. A beardles youth, 

Whom King Nicomedes could ouer-reach, 
Commaunds the world, and brideleth all the earth, 
And like a Prince controls the Romulifts. 

Braue Romaine Souldiers, fterne-borne fons of Mars, . 
And none,not one, that dares to yvndertake 

The intercepting of his tyrannie. 

O Brutus {peake, O fay Seruilus, 

Why cry you ayme, and fee vs vfed thus ? 

But Brutus liues, and fees, and knowes, and feeles, 
That there is onethat. curbs their Countries weale. 
Yet (as he were the femblance, not the fonne, 
ane G: of 
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Of noble Brutus, hys great Grandfather, ) 


As ifhe wanted hands, fence, fight, or hart, 


Hedoth, deuifeth, fees nor dareth ought, 
That may exftirpe or raze thefe tyrannies. 


Nor ought doth Brutusthat to Brute belongs, 


But ftill increafeth by his a 


His owne difgrace,and Cefars violence. 


¢ wrong is great, and ouer-long endur’d ; 
We fhould haue practized, confpierd,coniur'd, 
A thoufand waies, and weapons to repreffe, 


Or kill out-right this caufe of our diftrefle. 


Chorus. 
“OW Ho predigally frends bis blood, 
“€ — Brauely to doe bis country good, 
©¢ And liveth tono other end, 
©< But refolutely to attempt 
ae 4 on / louis defend, 
‘§ And bloody Tyrants rage preuent; 


©¢ And he that in bis foule a(jur'd, 

‘* Hath waters force, and fire endur’d, 
** And paSt the pikes of thoufand boStes, 
“¢To free the truth from tyrannie, 

*¢ And feareles fcowres in danger coasts, 
‘* T'enlarge his countries liberty, 


a 
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‘Vere all the world bis foes before, 
“¢ Now shall they loue bim euer-more. 
‘¢ His glory fpred abroade by Fame, 
“<On wings of bis poSteritie, 
‘< From ob{cure death sball free bis name, 
© To liue in endles memorie. - 


¢¢ All after ages sball adore, 

** And honor bim with bymnes therefore. 
** Yeerely the youth for ioy shall bring, 
«The faireSt flowers that grow in Rome. 
‘¢ And yeerely in the Sommer fing, 

“* O're bis beroique kingly Tombe, 


“¢ For (o the two Athenians, 

‘< That from their fellow citizens, 
‘¢ Did freely chafe vile fereatude, 

¢¢ Shall line for valiant proweffe bleft. 
‘* NoSepulcher shall ere exclude, 

*< Their glorie equall with the beft.. 


“¢ But when the vulgar, mad and rude, 
c¢ Repay good with ingratitude, 

‘« Hardly then they them reward: 

*< That to free them fro the bands 
**Of aT yrant, nere regard 

*¢ In what plight their perfor Stands. 


(<¢ Boy 
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‘< For high Loue that guideth all, 
“< When he lets bis uSt wrath fall, 
‘* To reuenge proud Diadcmg, 
‘< PVith buge cares doth crofle Kings lsues, 
«* Rayfing treafons in their Realmes, 
*¢ By their chyldren, friends or wines. 


*¢ Therefore he whom all men feare, 
“¢ Feareth all men euery where, 

** Feare that deth engender bate, 

* ¢ (Hate enforcing them thereto) 

‘¢ Maketh many vnder-take, 

°¢ Many things they would not doe. 


*¢ O bow many mighty Kings 

*< Line in feare of petty things. 

“* For when Kings baue fought by warrs, 
‘* Stranger Townes to baue o’retbrowne, 
‘* They bane caught deferned skarrs, 

‘* Seeking that was not theyr owne. 


‘* For no Tyrant commonly, 

‘< Lywing ill, can kindly die. 

¢* But eytber trayteroufly furprizd 

‘¢ Doth coward posfon quaile their breath, 
¢¢ Or thesr people baue deuss’d, 

‘* Or their guarde to feeke their death. 


¢¢ He 
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¢¢ He onely lines moSt bappitie, 
<¢ That free and farre from maseStie, 
_ §*Can line content, altbough ynknowne : 
<« He fearing none, none feering bim. 
¢¢ Medling with notbing but bis owne, 
‘< VV bile gazing eyes at. crownes grow dim. 


: Cefar. Mar, Anthonie. 

Cafar. O Rome that with thy pryde doft ouer-peare, 
The worthieft Citties of the conquered world. 

_ Whofe honor got by famous victories, : 
Hath fild heavens fierie vaults with frightfull horror. 
Olofty towres, O ftately battlements, 

_Oglorious temples, O proude Palaces, ; 
And you brave walls, bright heauens mafonrie, 
Grac'd with athoufand kingly diadems. 
Are yee not ftyrred with a ftrange delight, 
To fee your Cefars matchles victories? 
And how your Empire and your praife begins 
Through fame, which hee of ftranger Nations wins? 

O beautious Tyber, with thine eafie ftreames, 
That glide as fmothly as a Parthian thaft ; 
Turne not thy crifpie tydes like filuer curle, 
Backe to thy graff-greene bancksto welcom vs? 
And with a gentle murmure haft to tell 
The foming Seas the honour of our fight? 

HH, Trudce 
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Trudge not thy ftreames to Trytons Mariners 
To brute the prayles of our conquefts paft? 
And make theyrvauntstoold Oceanus, - 
That hence-forth Tyber fhall falute the feas, 
More fam’d then Tyger or fayre Euphrates? 

Now all the world (wel-nye) doth ftoopeto Rome. 

_ The fea, the earth, and all is almoft ours. 

~ Be’it where the bright Sen-with his neyghhor beames, 
Dothearly light the Pearled Indians. SRE age 
Or where his Chariot ftaies to ftoptheday, ~ 
Tyll heauen vnlock the darknes of the night. 
Be’it where the Seais wrapt in Chriftall Ife, . 
Or where the Sommerdoth but warme the earth. 
Or heere, orthere, where isnot Rome renownd? 
There lyues no King, (how great fo e’re he be,) | 
But trembleth ifhe once but heare of mee. 

Cafar is now earths fame, arid Fortunesterror, 
And Cefars worth hath ftaynd old fouldiers prayfes. 
Rome, fpeake no more of eyther Scigio, | 
Nor of the Faby, or Fabritians, 
Heere let the Decij and theyr glory die. 
Ceefar hath tam’d more Nations, tane more Townes, 
And fought more battailes then the beft of them. 
Cefar doth tryumph ouerallthe world, 
And all they fcarcely conquered a nooke. 


The Gaules that came to Tiber to caroufe, 
: S ae Dyd 


_— 
— Sa, 
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Dydliue to fee my fouldiers drinke at Loyre ; 

And thofe braue Germains, true borne Martialifts, 

Beheld the fwift Rheyn vnder-run mineEnfignes; 

The Britaines (locke within a watry Realme, | 

And wald by Neptune,) ftoopt to mee at laft. 

The faithles Moore, the fierce Numidian, 

Th’earth that the Euxine fea makes fomtymes marth, 

The ftony-harted people that inhabire | 

Where feau'nfold Nilus doth difgorge it felfe, 

Haue all been vrg'd to yeeld to my commaund. 

Yea, euen this Cittie that hath almoft made _ 

An vniuerfall conqueft of the world. | 

And that brave warrier my brother in law, 

That (ill aduis’d) repined at my glory. 

Pomrey that fecond Mars, whofe haught renowne 

And noble deeds, were greater then his fortunes. 

Proou’d to hisloffe but euenin one affault 

My hand, my hap, my hart exceeded his; 

When the Theflalian fields were purpled ore 

With eyther Armies murdred fouldiers goe. 

When hee (co conquering accuftomed,) 

Did (conquered) flie, his troopes difcomforted. 
Now Scipio, that long’d to fhew himfelfe 

Difcent of Affrican, (fo fam’d for Armes) 

He dinft affront me and my warlike bands, 


Vpon the Coaftes of Lybia, till he loft | 
H 2 His 
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His fcattred Armie :andtofhun thefcorne 
Of being taken captive, kild limfelfe.. 

Now therefore let vseryumph Aatbony: . 

And rendring thanks to heauen as we goe ° 
For brideling thofe that dyd maligne our glory, 
LetstotheCapitoll, 8 =: 

Anth, Come on braue Cefar, 

And crowne thy head, and mount thy Chariot. 
Th’impatient peo plerunne along the ftreets, 
And iva route againtt thy gates they rufhe, 

To fee theyt Cefar after dancers paft, 

Made Conqueror and Emperor at laft. 

Cefar. I call to witnes heauens great Thunderer, 
Thatgainft my wall I hate nvaintaind this warre, 
Nor rRirfted I for conqiefts bought with blood. 
lioy not in the death of Citizens. 

But through my felfe-wild enemies deff pighr, 
An J Romains wrong, was I conftraind to fight. 

Anth. They foughe t’eclipfe thy fame, but deftinie 
Reuers'd th’efte&t of theyr ambition. 

And Cefars prayfe increafd by theyr difgrace 
That reckt not of his vertuous deeds: But thus 
We fee it fareth with the enuious. ; 

_ €efar. [neuer had the thought to iniurethem. — 

Howbeit I neuer mearit my greatnes fhould, 

By any others greatnes be o’re-ruld. | 


For 
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For as 1 am inferior to none, 
So can I fuffer no Superiors. 
Anth. Well Cefar, now they aredifcomfited, 
And Crowesare feafted with theyr carcafes. 
_ And yet! feare you haue too kindly fau’d 
* Thofe, that your kindnes hardly will requite. 
Caf, Why Anthony, what would you wifh mee doe ? 
Now fhall you fee that they will packtoSpaine, 
And (ioyned with the Exiles there encampt,) 
Vntill th’ill fpyrit chat doth them defend, — 
Doe bring their treafons to a bloody end. 
‘ Antb: Lfeare not thofe that to theyr weapons fiye, 
_ And keepe theyr ftatein Spaine, in Spaine to die. 
Cef. VVhonmtear'ftthouthen Mark Anthony? 
Anth. The hatefull crue, 
_ That wanting powre in fielde to conquer you, 
Haue in theyr coward foules deuifed {nares 
To murder thee, and. take thee at vnwares. 
Cefar. VVill chofe confpire my death that live by mee? 
Antb. In conquered foes what credite can there be? 
Cafar. Befides theyr liues, I did theyr goods reftore. 
Antb, O but theyr Countries good concerns them more. 
Cafar. What, thinke they mee to be their Countries foe? 
Anth, No,but that thou vfurp’'ft the right they owe. 
Caefar.To Rome haue I fubmitted mighty things. =~ 
Anth. Yet Rome endures not the commaund of Kings. 
H3 Ceefar. 


-_ 
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C.cf. Who daresto contradi@ our Emporie > 
Auth. Thofe whom thy rule hath rob'd of liberty. 
_ Ca}. 1 feare them not whofe death is but deferd. 

A:th, I feare my foe vntill he be interd. : 
Caf. A man may make his foe his friend you know. 
Antb, A man may eafier make bis friend his foe. - 
Ce. Good deedsthe cruelft hart to kindnes bring, 
Antb, But refolution is a deadly thing. mo 
Caf. It Cittizens my kindnes haue forgot, 

whom hall I then not feare ? 
Anth. Thofe thatare not. . 
Caf. What, thall I flay them all that I fafpect? 
Antb, Els cannot Cefars Emporie endure. 
Caf, Rather I will my lyfe and all neglea. 

Nor labour I my vaine life to.aflure. 

But fo to die, as dying I may liue, 

And leauing off this earthly Tombe of myne, 

Afcend to heauen vpon my winged rie 

And fhall I not haue liued long enough 

That in (0 fhort atime am fo much fam’d? 

Can I too-foone goe tafte Cocytus flood ? 

No Anthony, Death cannot iniure vs, 
‘*For he liueslong that dyes victorious. 

Anthony. 

Thy prayfes fhow thy life is long enough, 


Bui for thy friends and Country all too-fhort. 
| — Should 
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Should Cafar lyue as long as NeStor dyd, 
Yet Rome may with his life eternized. 
Cafar. 

Heauen fetsour time, with heauen may nought difpence. 
Anth, But we may fhorten time with negligence. 
Cee. But Fortune andthe heauens haue care of ys, 
Ant. Fortune is fickle, Heauen imperious. 
Caf. VVhat fhall Ithen doe? 
Anth. As befits your ftate, 

Maintaine a watchfull guard about your gate. 
Caf. VVhat more aflurance may our {tate defend 

- Then loue of hofe that doe on vs attend 2 

Anth, There is no hatred more if itbemou'd,. - 

Then theirs whom we offend, and once belou’d., 
Caf. Better it isto die then be fufpitious. 
Anth. Tis wifdom yet not tu be credulous. 

—— Cafar. 

The quiet life that carelefly is ledd,. 

Is not alonely happy in this world, 

But Death it felfe doth fometime pleafure vs. 

That death that comes vnfent for or vnfeene, 

And fuddainly doth take vs at ynware, 

Mee thinks is {weeteft ; And if heauen were pleas’d, 

I could defire that I might die fo well. 

The feare of euill doth afflict vs more, _ 

Then th’euill it elfe, though it be nere fo fore. 

a A 
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A Chorus of Czfars friends. 


OC) Fasre Sunne that gentlie fmiles, 
From the Ortent-pearled Iles, 

Guilding thefe our gladfome dates, 
VV th the beautie of thy rayes: 


Free fro rage of ciuill ftrife, 
Long preferue our Czfars life. 

T hat from {able Affrique brings, 
ConqueSts whereof. Europe rings. 


And fasre Venus thou of whons 
The Eneades are come, 
Henceforth vary not thy grace, 
From Tulus bappy race. 


Rather caufe thy deereSt fonne, 

By bis tryumphs new begun, 

To expell fro forth the Land, 
Firce warrs quenchles fire-brand. 


T bat of care acquitting vs, 
(/Vho at laSt adore bim thus) 
He a peacefull Starre appeare, 


"From our walls all woes to cleere. 
And 
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And fo let bis warlike browes, 
Still be deckt with Lawrel boughes, 
And bis ftatues new fet | 
VVith many a fresb-flowrd Coronet. 


So, in euery place let be, 

FeaSts, and Masks, and mirtbfull glee, 
Strewing Rofes in the Streete, 

VV hen thesr Emperor they meete. 


He bis foes bath conquered, 
Neuer leauing till they fled, 
And (abborring blood,) at laSt 
Pardon'd all offences past. 


‘* For bigb Ioue the beauens among, 
<< (Their fupport that fuffer wrong,) | 
‘¢ Doth oppofe bimfelfe agen 

‘¢ Bloody minded cruell men. 

¢¢ For be sbortneth their dayes, 

‘<Or prolongs them with difpraife: 

‘¢ Or (bis greater wrath to sbow,) 

<¢ Giues them ouer to thetr foe. 


Cafar,aCittizenfowrong’d | 
Of the bonor bim belong'd, ,-. 
I. 
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ee VV ith their bemor can agree. 
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To defend bimfelfe from barmes,; 
Vi'as enfore'dtotake vp Armes. 


For be {aw that Enuies dart, 
(Pricking flill their poyfoned bart, 
For bis fuddaine glory got,) 

Made bis entions foe fo bote. 


VVicked Enuie feeding full, 
Fooltsh thofe that doe thy wall. 
For thy poyfons in them poure 
Sundry pa{sions euery boure. 


And to cboller doth conuart, 

PureSt blood about the bart. 
VV hich (ore-flowing of their breSt) *: 
Suffreth nothing to digeSt. 


¢¢ Other mens profperitie, 

«6 Is their infelicitie. 

¢¢ And their choller then is rats'a 

‘¢ !'Vben they beare another prais'd. 


¢ Neither Phoebus faireSteye, 
‘¢ Feasts, nor friendly company 


‘¢ Mirth, or what fo-e’re it bey: 
is es 


"* Day 
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©¢ Day or night they neuer reSt, 

¢¢ Spightfull bate fo pecks thesr breSt. 

¢¢ Pinching their perplexed lunges, ” 

<< VV ith ber fiery poyfoned tongues. 


‘¢ Fire-brands in their breSts they beare, 
‘¢ Asif Tefiphon were there. 

¢¢ And their Joules are pterc'd as fore 

<¢ As Prometheus gboSt, and more. 


‘¢ /Vretches, they ave wee-begone, 
©¢ For their wound is alwates one. 

** Nor bath Chyron powre or skal, 
ST o recure them of tbeir sll. 


ACTVS QVINTVS. | 
The M efSenger. Cuviclia ie | 


| Mefenger. 
V Nhappy man, amongtt fo many wracks 
As Lhaue fuftred both by Land and Sea, » 
That {corneful deftinie — my death. 
Oft haue I feene the ends of mightiermen, - - 
Whofe coates of {teele bafe Death hath ftolneinto.. - 
And in thys direful warrebeforeminecyes, 
In Beheld 
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Behield theyr corfes {cattred on the plaines, 
And endles numbers falling by my fide, 
Nor thofe ignoble, but the nobleft Lords. 
Mongft whom aboue the reft that moues me moft, 
Scipio (my deereft Maifter) isdeceas’d. 
And Death that fees the Nobles blood (6 rife, 
Full-gorged triumphes, and difdaines my lyfe. 
Corn. Ve are vndone. 
Chor. Scipio hath loft the day. | 
But hope the beft, and harken to his newes. 
Corn. O cruell fortune. a os 
Me]. Thefe mil-fortues yet. ; e 4 - ees 
muft I report to fad Cornelia. a ; | 
Whofe ceafeles griefe (which I am forry for) 
Willagrauate my former mifery. 
Corn, Wretck tliat fam, why leaue I nat the world? 
Or wherefore am I not already dead ? 
O world, O wretch: | 
Chor. Is this th’yndaunted hart 
that is required in extremities ? 
Be more confirmd. And Madam, let not griefe 
abufe your wifdom lyke a vulgar wit. 
Haply ce newes is better then the noyfe, 
Let’s heare him {peake. 
Corn.QO no,forallislot. = 2. .: | ,. 
_ FarwelldeecreFather.s) = i). 


Chorus, 
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Chor. Heeisfau'd perhaps, 
Mc. Me thinks I heare my Maifters daughter fpeake. 
What fighes, what fobs, what plaints, what pafsions 
haue we endurde Cornelia for your fake ¢ 
Corn. Where is thine Emperor?. 
Mef$. Where our Captaines are; 
Where are our Legions ? Where our men at Armes? 
Or where fo many of our Romaine foules? 
The earth, the fea, the vultures and the Crowes, 
Lyons and Bearesare theyr beft Sepulchers. 
Corn. O miferabla. 3 OG. ee A 
Chor. Now Ifeetheheauens, '- . . 
are heapt with rage'and horrar gainft this houfe. 
Corn, O earth, why op'ft thou not? 
Chor, Why waile you fo? phe eS 
Affuré your felfe that Scipio brauely dyed, 
And fuch a death excels a feruile life. 
Say Mefflenger, | 
The manner of his end | 
will haply comfort this your difcontent. 
Corn. Difcourfe the manner, of hishard mifhap, , 
_ And whatdifaftrous accidens did breake, 
So many people bent fo much to fight. 
» Mefsenger. 
Cefar, that wifely.knewe his fquldiers harts,. 
And their defire to beapproou’d in Armes, 
3 1.3. 
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—— nothing more then to enicouniter vs,’ 
And therefore (faintly skyrmithing) in craft, 
Lamely they fought, to draw.vs further on. 
Olt (to prouoke:our wartewel-raughe tropes) 
He would attempt the entrance on ourbarts. 
Nay, cuen our Trenches; to our great dilgrace, 
And call our fouldiers cowardstotheyr face. 
But when he faw his wiles not bitter words, .- . 
Could draw our Captainesto endangerys,, 
Coafting along and following bythe foote,. .--! 
He thought to tyre and weane ys fro dence. ©‘ 
And got hys willing hofts to mutch by hight, 7. f. 
With heauy Armor on theyrhatdned backs, .: .. 
Downe to the Sea-fide ; Where before faire T apfias, « 
He made his Pyoners (poore weary foules)i i’ 0." 
The felte-fame day, to dig and caftinew ‘Frenches, ' 
And plant ftrong Barricades, ‘Where he (encampt) 
Refolu'd by forceto hold vs hard at works i2° 0! « 
Scipio, no fooner heard of his defignes, «= si 
But being afeard to Wofefo fir a places. 
Marcht on the fuddaimetté the felfeame Gitties:.. © 
Where few men might doe much; whickrmatle hint {ee 
Of what importance ficha Towne would be, 
The fields are {pred, and as a houfhold Gampe _ 
Of creeping Emmets, in aCotintrey Farale, riety) 
That come to forrage when the-coldbegits: = ‘ 
| | Leauing 


ee Fee 
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Leauing theyr crannyes'to gore featch about, - 
Couer the earth fo thicke, as {carce we tread 
But we hall fee atchoufand of them dead. 


Euen fo our battails fcattsed onthe fands, | 


Dyd {coure the phaines in purfuite ofthe foe. 
One whileat Tap(us we begin t’entrench, 
Toeafcous Army ifit fhould retyre. _, | 
Another while we foftly Gllyfoorh. © > 
And wakefull Cefar that doth watch our being, 


(When he perceiues vs marching o’re the plaine,) | 


Doth leape for gladnes. And. (to murder yow’d) 
Runnesto the Tent for feare we fhould be gone, 
And quickly claps his ruftie Armour on. 


For true itis, thatCefsybroughe atfirft,, 


An hofte of men to ABriqte, meanely Arm’d, 
But fuch as had braue {pirits, and (combatting) 
Had powre and wit to make a wretch a King, 


Well, forth to ftelt thay marched allatonce, . 


Except faire fewe that ftayd to guard the Trench. 
Them Cefarfooneand fubt’ly fetsin ranke. 
And every Regiment.¢warn'd with aworde - 
Brauely to.fighe forhdneroftheday,) _ . 
He fhowes that auncidntfouldiers nedd not feare, 
Them that they had fo oft difordered. 

Them thatalready dream’d of death or flight. 
That tyer'd, would nere hold out, ifonce they fee 


That 
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That they o’re- layd them in the firft affaule. 


Meane-whule our Emperor (atall poyntsarm’'d) 

Whole filuer hayres and honorable front, 

Were (warhke) lockt within a plumed caske, - 

In one hand held his Targe of fteele emboft, 

And inthe other grafpt his Coutelas : 

And with a cheerefull looke furueigh'd the Campe. 
Exhorting them to charge,and fight like men, 

And to endure whatere betyded them. 

For now (quoth he) is come that happie day, 
Wherein our Countrey fhall approue our loue. 
Braue Romains know, this is At day and houre, 
That we mutt all liue free, or friendly die. 

For my part (being an auncient Senator,) 

An Emperor and Conful, I difdaine 

The world fhould fee meto becomea flaue. 

I'le eyther conquer, or this {word you fee, . 
(Which brightly fhone) fhall make an end of me. 

We fight not we like thieues, for others wealth. 

We fight not wet'enlarge our skant confines, «°°» 

To purchafe fameto our pofterities, aa 

By huffing of ourtropheiesisrtheir houfes. 5; , 

But tis for publique freedom thaswe fight, . | 

For Rome we fight, and thofe that fled for feare. 

Nay more, we fight for fafetie of our lyues, : :.. 


Our goods, our honors, and our auncient lawes. P 
5 
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As for the Empire, and the Romaine ftate 
(Due to the victor) thereon ruminate. 
Thinke how this day the honorable Dames, 
With blubbred eyes,and handes to heauen vprear'd, 
Sit inuocating for vsto the Gods, 
That they will bleffe our holy purpofes. 
Methinks I fee poore Rome in horror clad, 
And aged Senators in fad difcourfe, 
_ Mourne for our forrowes and theyr feruitude. 
Me thinks I feethem (while lamenting thus) 
Theyr harts and eyes lye houering ouer ys. 
On then braue men, my fellowes and Romes friends, 
To fhew vs worthy of our aunceftors : 
And let vs fight with courage and conceite, 
That we may reft the Maifters of the field: 
That this braue Tyrant valiantly befer, 
May perrifh in the preffe before our faces. 
And that his troopes (as tucht wyth lightning flames) 
May by our horfe, in heapes be ouer-throwne, 
And he (blood-thirfting) wallow in his owne. 
Thys fayd ; His Army crying all at once, 
With toyfull tokens did applaude his {peeches. 
VVhofe {wift thrill noyfe did pjerce into the clowdes, 
Lyke Northern windes that beate the horned Alpes. 
The clattring Armour buskling as they paced, 
Ronge through the Forrefts with a frightfull noyfe, , 
K, An 
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And euery Ecchotooke the Trompets clange, 
When (like a tempeft rais'd with whire-winds rage,) 
They ranne at euer-each othet hand and foote. 
Where-with the duft, as witha darkfome clowde, 
Arofe, and ouer-fhadowed horfe and man. 3 
The Darts and Arrowes ontheyr Armour glaunced, 
And with theyr fall the rembling earth was fhaken. 
The ayre (that thickned with theyr thundring cryes,) 
With pale wanne clowdes difcoloured the Sunne. 
The fire in fparks froforththeyr Armourflew, 1 
And witha duskith yellow; choke the heaueus. 
The battels lockt, (with briftle-poynted fpeares) 
Doe at the halfe pyke freely charge each other, 
And dah tugether like two luftie Bulls, 
That (iealous offome Heyfar inthe Heard,). . - 
Runne head to head, and (fullen) wilnot yeeld, 
"Till dead or fled, the one forfake the field. 
The fhyuered Launces (ratling in the ayre,) 
Fly forth as thicke as moates about the Sunne: 
When with theyr {words (Hefhe with the former fight, ) 
They hewe their Armour, and they cleaue their casks, 
Till {treames.of blood, like Rivers fill the Downes. 
That being infected wath theftench thereof 
Surcloyes the ground; and ofa: Champant Land, 
Makcs if aQuagmire, where (kneedeepe) they ftand. 
Blood-thirftie Difcord,with her {nakie hayre, , 
; | A fear- 


CORNELIA 
A fearfull Hagge, with fier-darting eyes, 
Runnes croffe the Squadrons with a fmokie brand: 
And with her murdring whip encourageth 
The ouer-forward hands, to bloode and death. 
Bellona fiered with a quenchles rage, | 
Runnes vp and downe, and in the thickeft throng, 
Cuts, cafts the ground, and madding makes a poole, 
Which inher rage, free paflage doth afford, 
That with our blood fhe may annoynt her (word. 
Now we of our fide, vrge them to retreate, 
And nowebeforethem, we retyre as faft. 
Ason the Alpes the fharpe Nor-North-eaft wind, 
Shaking a Pynetree with theyr greateft powre, 
One while the top doth almoft touch the earth, _ 
And then it rifeth with a counterbuffe. 
So did the Armies preffe and charge each other, 
With felfe-fame courage, worth and weaponsto ; 
And prodigall of life for libertie, 
With burning hate let each at other fie. 
Thryce did the Cornets of the fouldiers (cleerd,) 
Turne to the Standerd to be newe fupplyde ; 
And thrice the beft of both was faine to breathe. 
And thrice recomforted they brauely ranne, 
And foughtas frefhly as they firft beganne. 
Like two fierce Lyons fighting in a Defart, 
To winne the loue of fome faire Lyonefle, 
— Ke When 
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When they haue vomited. theyr long-growne rage, 
And provu’d each othets force fufficienr, 
Paffant regardant foftly they retyre, 
Theyriawbones dy’d with foming froth and blood. 
Their lungs like {pung es, ramm’d within their fides, 
Theyr tongues difcouerd,and theyr tailes lo ng trailing. 
_ Tillicalous rage (engendered with reft,) 
Returnes them fharper fet then at the firkt ; 
And makesthem couple when they fee theyr prize, 
With briftled backs, and fre-fj parkling eyes, 
Tylltyer’d or conquer’d, one fubmits or flyes. 
Cafar, whofe kinglike lookes like day-bright ftarrs, 
Both comfort and en courage histo fight, 
Marcht through the battaile (laying ftill’about him.) 
And fubt’ly marke whofe hand was happieft. 
Who nicely did but dyp his fpeare in blood, 
And who more roughly fmear’d itto his fifte. 
Who (ftaggering) fell with euery feeble wound, 
And who (more {trongly) pac’d it through the thickeft, 
Him he enflam’d,and f pur'd,and fild with horror. 
As when Alefto inthe loweft hell, | 
Doth breathe new heate within OreStes breft, 
Till out-ward rage with inward griefe begins, 
A frefh remembrance of our former fins. 
For then (as if prouokt with pricking goades,) 


Theyr warhke Armies, (faft lockt foote to foote,) . 
| _ Stooping 
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Stooping their heads low bent to tofle theyr ftaues, 
They fiercely open both Battalions. 
Cleaue, breake, and raging tempeft-like o’re-turne, 
What e’re makes head to meet theniin this humor. . 
~ Our menat Armes (in briefe) begin to flye. 
And neither prayers, intreatie, nor example 
Ofany oftheyr leaders left aliue, 
Had powreto ftay them in this ftrange carrier. 
Stragiing, as in the faire Calabrian fields, 
VVhen Wolues for hunger ranging fro the wood, 
Make forth amongft the flock, that {cattered. flyes 
Before the Shepheard, that refiftleslyes. 
Corn. O cruell fortune. 
Mefs. None refitting now, 
the field was fild with all confufion, 
of murder, death, and direfull maflacres. 
The feeble bands that yet were left entyre, 
Had more defire to fleepe then feeke for {poyle. 
No place was free from forrow, euery where 
Lay Armed men, ore- troden with theyr horfes. 
Difmembred bodiesdrowning in theyr blood, 
And wretched heapes lie mourning of theyr maimes. 
VVhofe blood, as from a {punge, or bunche of Grapes 
Crufht ina VVine-prefle, gutheth out fo faft, 
Aswith the fight doth make the found agaft. 
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Some fhould you fee that had theyr heads halfe clouen, 
And on the earth theyr braines lye trembling. 
Here one new wounded, helps another dying. 
Herelay an arme, and there a leg lay fhiuer’d, 
Here horfe and man ieaasl for mercy cryde, 
With hands exftended tothe merciles. 
That ftopt theyr eares, and would not heare a word, 
But put them all (remorceles) to the {word. 
He that had hap to fcape, doth helpea freth, 
To re-enforce the fide wheron he feru'd. 
But feeing that there the murdring Enemie, 
Pefle-mefle, purfued them like aftorme ofhayle, | 
They gan retyre where Juba was encampt; 
But there had Cefar eftfoones sscanaitd 
So that difpayring to defend themfelues, ' 
They layd afide theyr Armour,and at laft, 
Offted to yeeld vnto the enemy. 
Whofe ftony hart, that nere dyd Romaine good, — 
VVould melt with nothing but theyr deereft blood. 
And Scigio my Father, 
when he beh eld 
His people fo difcomfited and {corn’d. 
When he perceiu’d the labour profitles, 
To feeke by new encouraging his men, 
To come vponthem with a frefh alarme. 
And when * faw the enemies purfuite, 
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To beate them downe as fierce as thundring flints, — 
And lay them leuell with the charged earth, 
Lyke eares of Corne with rage of windie fhowres, 
Their battailes (cattred, and their Enfignes taken. 
And (to conclude) his men difmayd to fee, 
The paflage choake with bodies of the dead ; 
(Inceffantly lamenting th’extreamce lofle, 
And foufpirable death of {o braue fouldiers.) 
He {purrs his horfe, and (breaking through the prefle) 
Trots to the Hauen, where his fhips he finds, 
And hopeles trufteth tothe truftles windes. 

Now had he thought co haue ariu’d in Spayne, 
To raife newe forces, and returne to field. 
But as one mifchiefe drawes another on, 
A fuddaine tempeft takes him by the way, 
And cafts him vp neere to the Coafts of Hyppon. 
Where th’aduerfe Nauie fent to fcoure the feas, 
Did hourely keepe their ordinary courle ; 
Where feeinz himfelfe at anchor lightly fhipt; 
Befieg'd, betraide by winde, by land, by fea, 

_ (Allraging mad to rig his better Vefiels, 
The little whilethis naual conflict lafted,) 
Behold his owne was fiercely fet vpon. 
Which beinz fore beaten, till it brake agen, 


Ended the liues of his beft Aghtung men.. 
There 


CORNELIA. 


There did the remnant ofour Romaine nobles, 
Before the foe, and in theyr Captaines prefence 
Dye brauely, with their fauchins in their fifts, 
Then Scipio, (that faw his fhips through-galled, 
And by ki foe fulfild with fire and blood, 
His people put to word, Sea, Earth and Hell, 
And Heauen it felfe coniur’d to iniure him,) 
Stepts to the Poope, and witha princely vifage 
Looking vpon his weapon dide with blood, 
Sighing he fets it to his breft, and faid : r 
Since all our hopes are bythe Godsbeguil’d, _- 
What refuge now remaines for my diftreffe, 
But thee my deereft nere-deceiuing (word 
Yea, thee my lateft fortunes firmeft hope. 
By whom Iam aflurde this hap to haue, 
That being free borne, I fhall not diea flaue. 

Scarce had he faid, but cruelly refolu’d, 
He wrencht it to the pommel through his fides, 
That fro the wound he {moky blood ran bubling, 
VVhere-with heftaggred ; And I fteptto him 
To haue embrac’d him. But he (beeing afraid 
T’attend themercy ofhis murdring foe, 
That {til purfued him and oppreft his fhips,) 

- Crawld to the Deck, and lyfe with death to eafe, 
Headlong he threw himfelfe into the feas. 
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O cruell Gods, O heauen, O direfull Fates, 
O radiant Sunne that flightly guildft our dayes, 
O night ftarrs, full of infelicities, 
O triple titled Heccat Queene and Goddefle, 
Bereaue my lyfe, or lyuing ftrangle me. 
Confound me quick, or let me finck to hell. 
Thruft me fro forth the world, that monoft the {pirits 
Th’infernall Lakes may ring with my laments, 
O miferable, defolate, diftresful wretch, . 
Worne with mifhaps, yet in mifhaps abounding. 
What fhall I doe, or whether fhall I lye 
To venge this out-rage, or reuenge my wrongs ? 
Come wrhfall Euries ich your Ebon Ati 
And feede your felues with mine enflamed blood. 
Ixsons torment, Syfipb’s roling ftone, 
And th’Eagle tyering on Prometheus, 
Be my eternall tasks ; That th’extreame fire, 
Within my hart, may from my hart retyre. 
I fuffer more, more forrowesI endure, 
Then all the Captiues in th’infernall Court. 
O troubled Fate, O fatall mifery, 
That vnprouoked, deal’ft fo partiallie. 
L. 
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Say freatfull heauens, what faule haue I committed, 
Or wherein could mine innocence offend you, 
When (being but young) I loft my firft loue Cre Bus? 
Or wherein did I merrite fo much wrong, 

To fee my fecond husband Pompey flayn e? 

But monzft the reft, what horrible offence, 

What hatefull thing (vnthought of ) haue I done, 
That in the midft of this my mournfull ftate, 
Noughe but my Fathers death could expiate ? 

Thy death deere Scipio, Romes eternal lotfe, 
Whofe hopefull life preferu’d our happines. 
Whole filuer haires encouraged the weake. 
Whofe refolutions did confirme the reft. : 
Whofe ende, fith it hath ended all my ioyes, 

O heauens at leaft permit, of all thefe plagues, 
That I may finifh the Cataftrophe. 

Sithin this widdow-hood, ofall my hopes 
I cannot looke for further happines. 

For both my husbands and my Father gone, 
VVhat haue I els to wreak your wrath vpon. 

Now as for happy thee, to whom {weet Death, 
Hath giuen bE ted reft for lifes bereauing, 

O enuious Julia, in thy iealous hart 
Venge not thy wrong vpon Cornelia. 


But facred ghoft, appeate thine ire, and fee 
My 
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My hard mifhap in marrying after thee. 

O fee mine angutth ; Haplie feeing tt, 

T’will moue compafsion in thee of my paines: 
And vrge thee (if thy hart be not of flynt, 

Or drunck with rigor,) to repent thy felfe ; 
That thou enflam’dft fo cruell a reuenge 

In Cefars hart, vpon fo flight a caufe. 

And mad’tt him raife fo many mournfull Tombes, 
Becaufe thy husband did reuiue the lights 
Ofthy forfaken bed ; (Vaworthely) 
Oppofing of thy freatfullielofie, 

Gaintt his mifhap,as it my helpe had bin, 
Oras iffecond marriage were a fin. 

VVas neuer Citty where calamitie, _ 

Hath foiour’d with fuch forrow as in this. 
VVas neuer {tate wherein the people ftood 
So careles of their conquered libertie, 

And careful of anothers tiranny. 

O Gods, that earft of Carthage tooke fome care, 
Which by our Fathers (pittiles) was fpoyl'd. 
V7hen thwarting Deftinie, at A firique walls 
Did topfide curuey turne their Common-wealth. 
VVhen forcefull weapons fiercely tooke away, 
Their fouldiers (fent to nourith vp thofe warts.) 
VVhen (fierd) their golden Pallaces fell downe. 

| L:. When 
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When through the flaughter th’A frique feas were dide, 
And facred Tem ples quenchlefly entlam’d. 
Now is our haples tune of hopes ex pired. 
Then fatil- fie your felues with this reuenge, 
Content to count the ghofts of thofe great Captains, 
Which (conquered) perifhr by the Romaine fwords, 
- The Hannons, the Amilcars, Afdrubals, 
Efpecially, that proudeft Hanniball, 
That made the fayre Thrafymene fo dezart. 
For euen thofe fields that mour'd to beare their bodies, 
Now (loaden) oroane to feele the Romaine corfes, 
Theyr earth we purple ore, and ontheyr Tombes - 
We heape our bodies, ualling theyr ruine. 
Andasa Scipio did ak theyr powre, 
They haue a Scipio to reuenge them on. 
Weepe therefore Roman Dames, and from henceforth, 
Valing your Criftall eyes to your faire bofoms, 
Raine fhowres of greefe vpon your Rofe-hke cheeks, 
And dewe your felues with ff pringtides of your teares. 
Weepe Ladies weepe, and with your reeking fighes, 
Thicken the paflage of the pureft clowdes, | 
And preffe the ayre with your continuall plaints. 
Beate at your Iuorie breafts, and let your robes 
(Defac’d and rent) be witnes of your forrowes. 


And let your haire that wont be wreath’d in treffes, 
. Now 
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Now hang neglecily, dangling downe your fholders, 
Careles of Arte, or rich accouftrements. 
That with the gold and pearle we vs'd before, 
-Ourmournfull habits may be decke no more. 
Alas what thall I doe ? O deere companions, 
Shall I, O-fhall I livein thefe laments? 
Widdowed ofall my hopes, my haps, my husbands, 
And laft, not leaft, bereft ofmy beft Father ; 
And of the ioyes mind aunceftors enioy'd, 
When they enioy’d their liuesand libertie: 
And muft I liue to fee great Pompeys houle, 
(A houfe of honourand antiquitie) 
Viurpt erwiong by.lawlefle Ainthony? 
Shall I behold the fum ptuous otnarhents, 
(Which both the world and Fortune heapt on him,) 
Adorne and grace his graceles Enemy? 
Or feethe wealththat Pompey gain’d in warre, 
Sold ata pike, and borne awa by {trangers > 
Dye, rather die Cornelia; And (to {pare 
Thy worthles life that yet muft one day perrith,) 
Let not thofe Captains vainlie lie inter’d, 
OrCefar doake thine infamie, 
That wert the wife to th’one, and th’others daughter, 
But if I die before I haue entomb’d, _ 
My drowned Father in fome Sepulcher, 
L 3 Who 
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VVho will perfurme that care in kindnes for me? 
Shall his poore wandiing lymbslie ftil cormented, 
Toft with the falte waues of the waftetul Seas 2 

No louely Father, and my deereft husband, 

Cornelia mutt liue, (chough life fhe hateth) 

Tomake your Tombes, & mourne vpon your hearfes. 
VVhere (languifhiog,) my famous faithful teares 
May trickling bathe your generous {weet cynders. 
And afterward (both wanting ftrength and moyfture, 
Fulfilling with my lateft fighes and gafj Ps» 

The happie veffels that enclofe your bones,) 

I will furrender my furcharged life. 

And (when my foule Earths pryfon fhall forgoe,) 
Encreafe the number of the ghofts be-low. 
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